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	1. Nicknames

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.

.

**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Warning: **_Before you start reading I'll let you know that I'm mexican and a spanish native speaker, therefore I'm using the spanish writing format for every story of mine, no matter the language; that means I use -hyphen- for dialogues, "quotation marks" for thoughts or references, and _italics_ for emphasis. Please be patient and try to cope, I deal with the strange (for me) overuse of quotation marks when I read in english, and it's hard for me, and I tried once writing with such a format and it was even harder, so let's be all open-minded and tolerate this slight cultural differences, ok? ^^

.

**_Note:_** This AU is essentially based on an original story. Three years ago, before I even became aware of HTTYD's existence, I had this awesomtastic dream of a dragon and a girl who helped him. That dream is turning into a 129 pages length story (and more to go), but the idea just seems to fit HTTYD so well. So, since that original story does belong to me, I decided I could borrow its ideas and adapt them to this great movie.

And for some reason the song "A modern myth" by _30 Seconds to Mars_ makes me think of that original story, which sort of explains the title of this fic.

I present to you a slash-love mythical story: Toothcup rules!

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 1: Nicknames.**

**.**

**.**

Shelves filled with fantasy books and movies, posters of dragons and wizards, a very special deck of "Magic: the gathering" cards, a whole collection of "Dungeons and dragons" stuff, not to mention the giant mirror with a dragon curled around it. That is the common thing you expect to find at a geek's bedroom, right? Well, that is how Jay Haddock's bedroom looked like.

Jay, better known as Hiccup by his family and classmates due to his weird habit of getting hiccups every time he gets nervous, was a senior high school student in Berk, a small town lost in the indomitable woods of northern Europe. He also was the son of Gerard "Stoick" Haddock, a worldwide famous champion of box, who owned the largest and best gym in the whole town. Hiccup couldn't be any more different from his father even if he tried, for he was skinny, short-heighted and definitely sucked at every kind of sport that implied direct physical contact or balls. But Hiccup was smart, the best in all of his classes, so as long as he kept getting excellent grades his father would just ignore the fact that this boy's dream-job was dragon-riding and his idea of beauty matched the definition of an elf (including the pointy ears).

Therefore we can infer that things in the Haddock family were the regular dysfunctional father-and-teenager-son relationship.

.

That day, like every morning, Hiccup and his father had breakfast together, which was like the only time in the day they shared.

- …Morning – muttered Hiccup, still sleepy.

- Whut's tha' thing in ya' shirt? – asked Stoick instead of saying "hi". He had this heavy strange accent mainly because of his fighter life, because everyone knows in box the first thing that gets hit is your face. Sometimes Hiccup was surprised his father didn't have a twisted mouth in a very Rocky Balboa style.

Hiccup looked down at the picture on his t-shirt.

- It's a Nazgûl, flying on its fell beast in "The Lord of the rings"!

- Oh… – sighed Stoick, hardly hiding his I-couldn't-care-less look. Why his son wasn't a normal teenager? - So, wan' breakfast?

- Yes, please, as long as the eggs are cooked.

- Ya keep cookin' tha food like tha' an' ya'll never grow muscle…

- I've got a big muscle right here, dad – said Hiccup, pointing his head -, isn't that enough?

Stoick didn't add anything, but Hiccup knew that it wasn't, indeed, enough. He wished he was the sportive guy his father always wanted, he wished he could somehow make him feel proud in something he actually cared about, but he just couldn't. So that day Hiccup went to school feeling potentially depressed. As if going back to school after summer wasn't depressing enough.

The bad thing here is: school didn't make things better. This far I think is clear enough to everyone that Hiccup is a geek, a nerd, however you want to call it. Well, in Berk's High School there's another name for this kind of people: fresh meat. Bullying population in BHS was as large as in other schools, and Hiccup's day by day included a nice amount of mocking and beating. And of course, as in many other schools, teachers would just pretend nothing happens, because "paying attention to fights only impulses the fighters to keep fighting" as the school's principal would always say.

So, in other words, this day promised to be just as bad as others.

At least Hiccup wasn't alone. As soon as he entered the school he reunited with his best friend: Christopher "Fishlegs" Ingerman. Everybody at Berk had nicknames they hadn't chosen but were completely used to because the town was so small that there was only one kinder-garden, one elementary school, one high school and one college. That means someone calls you something on your first day of school when you're five years old and you'll get called that way the rest of your life in Berk. Fishlegs earned his nickname the day a bully pushed him into a fountain.

- Hey, Hiccup! Over here – saluted Fishlegs, his chubby shape easily recognizable in the hallway - Guess what? Guess what? I finally bought the Skyrim outfit I wanted. I'll cosplay this halloween!

- Good for you, dovahkiin – smiled Hiccup -. We'll match. I'll be a viking this halloween.

- You mean… a _Viking_? – said Fishlegs with some repulsion in his face. BHS' athletes were called "The Vikings" and if you wanted to be popular and therefore earn the right to become an official bully, you had to be a Viking.

- No! – moaned Hiccup - Of course not. I'll be a _real_ viking: I'll get an axe, a wood shield, a helmet and I'll kill some dragons.

- You mean you'll ride some dragons.

- No, Fishlegs, no. Vikings killed dragons, they didn't ride them. Besides, the beautiful thing about halloween is that I can be… well, someone different from me. I can change all… this.

- Did you just gesture at all of you? – said Fishlegs, trying to decide whether to laugh or feel a little bad for his friend - Ok, either _Gobber_ dropped in for dinner this weekend, or you've spent too much time in _Mr. Gobber_'s classroom.

- Is not funny, Fishlegs. And speaking about classrooms… we better run or we're gonna be late.

.

First class was math with this mean teacher Ms. Adams, an old woman who thought that by calling herself a Miss she would look younger, even when everybody knew she was as old as Berk itself, and above all, she was a widow.

- Hey! Hi, Hiccup – called Astrid in the second he arrived -. Did you do your homework? Of course you did, top of the class, that's who I'm talking to. Could you please borrow it to me? I just want to compare some results; you know calculus isn't exactly my stuff.

- Yeah, yes. Take it Astrid – Hiccup gave in immediately.

- You still have feelings for her – whispered Fishlegs in his friend's ear.

- No, I don't. We're just friends. Sort of.

- I'll pretend I believe you only for this class.

America "Astrid" Hofferson was this blonde, blue-eyed girl who pretty much fitted Hiccup's description of an elf. She was the leader of the basketball team and a very popular person. Many wanted to see her as a cheerleader, but Astrid was too tough to waste her time like that. She was actually cool, because she didn't bully or supported bullying, even when she couldn't help but keep a certain behavior according to her high social status. That's why she only spoke to Hiccup when there was no one around, they even dated in secret for a couple months, but of course things didn't work.

Two seconds before the bell rang the bully gang showed up. Immediately Hiccup and Fishlegs looked down, trying not to catch attention.

Fortunately, there was somebody else that would catch everybody's attention.

- Alright, little spawns – said Ms. Adams. Yes, now you have an idea of how mean and sour this woman is -, today we have a new student with us. Mister, walk in.

A tall, black-haired guy walked in as requested. His clothes were black as well, very gothic styled. He wore heavy military boots and a leather jacket, and a silver dragon necklace. His skin was tanned, and his eyes bright green, with a fierce and wary look.

- So your name is…?

- Dean Night – the boy answered, his voice quite a surprise because it sounded actually musical and tenor-like, when everybody expected something more grave, cavernous and frightening.

- So, Mr. Night, where you come from? – asked Ms. Adams.

- You can read my files to get that information, can't you Mrs.?

The whole classroom laughed with such an answer. Ms. Adams' face turned bright red.

- If you want a ticket to detention this is the fastest way to it Mr. Night! Go take a seat! And it's _Ms._ Adams!

Plainly bored, the new guy just walked across the classroom and sat on the only available chair: the one next to Hiccup.

Hiccup stared at his new "neighbor" a little bit scared by his dark appearance, but changed his mind in the very second he noticed the necklace. If this guy had a silver dragon hanging by his neck he couldn't be that bad, could he?

- What are you staring at? – Mr. Night said. Hiccup quickly turned his head.

.

.

- Scary, isn't he? – mentioned Fishlegs at the cafeteria, where he and Hiccup shared table with the other nerds.

- Who?

- The new guy: Mr. Night. What a proper surname – Fishlegs had some chills -. The only reason why Ms. Adams didn't scare him out is because he frightens more than she does. I never thought that'd be possible.

- Well, he won't last long – said Hiccup -. Did you already notice where he's seating?

- That's the Vikings' table! – exclaimed Fishlegs, terrified - They're so going to kill him! And here they come!

Indeed, Dean Night was sitting at the main table at the cafeteria, the one that only the school's celebrities had the right to sit on. And he was now surrounded by a group of bad-tempered athletes who didn't like at all what he was doing.

- What's he doing in our table? – asked Kristen "Ruffnut" Thorston, the female tennis star, alongside her twin brother TJ "Tuffnut" - Who is he in the first place?

- He's the new guy – answered Astrid -. Gosh, what's he doing here indeed? He's getting killed.

- I'll kill him if you want me to, baby – said Jonah "Snotlout" Jorgenson, football player and Astrid's number one fan.

- No, no, just don't.

- If we don't, they will – added Tuffnut, pointing at the Viking bullies, lead by "Green Death" Sanders: a wall of muscle and bad temper, with a shaved head.

- Get off our table, moron – said Green Death, his whole gang behind him.

- I don't see your name written on it – replied Dean.

At that very second the whole school went silent, and everybody's scandalized sighs could be heard clearly. Green Death smiled cruelly before the daring of this guy.

- You're new, and you got your guts in the wrong place, so I'll give you the chance of the year: I'll warn you. Get off our table, moron, or I'll knock every tooth out of your fuckin' mouth, one by one.

- Yeah, you're getting toothless! – exclaimed in excitement one of the bullies.

- Toothless! That's it: a pathetic nickname for a pathetic idiot! – replied another one.

After that the whole gang started shouting all at once: "Toothless! Toothless!".

"Already baptized, this guy started with the wrong foot" thought Hiccup.

With a cold glare Toothless stood up and grabbed his food, unharmed. But right before he left, he turned around and sarcastically smiled at Green Death and his gang.

- I defy you to try and knock a single tooth out of my mouth. You're not the first one to call me "Toothless", and I can bet you won't be the first one to achieve such an exploit either.

- Is he trying to get killed? – muttered Hiccup from his safe place far away in the corner of the cafeteria.

- Looks like it – agreed Fishlegs.

Green Death walked towards Toothless and stared down at him with real rage in his eyes. Toothless held the look, unafraid, defying still, amazing everyone around.

- Listen, Green Death – interfered Astrid, collecting all the courage she had -, you play football today… you don't need your fists pouring blood, that's bad luck to grab the ball. And Vikings have to win… G-go Vikings!

Green Death moved his eyes from Toothless to Astrid, not bothering to change the murderous look on them.

- If you weren't so hot, I'd get him first and then you, but you are hot. Lucky you.

Astrid faked a smile and went back to her friends, who were staring her in awe. She was the only popular who dared to try and stop Green Death when he had already targeted someone. And fortunately was also the only one he didn't feel like targeting.

Thanks to Astrid the bullies let Toothless go, and this time the new guy did turn around and left.

- Odin, that was way too close – whispered Hiccup.

Now that the fear was vanishing from him, he sort of admired this new guy. No one had ever stood up before Green Death, because the football quarterback was a beast, literally. And this guy came all confident and defiant, as if he were the chosen one himself from every epic story. If BHS were the Middle Earth, Green Death was Sauron and Toothless a combination of Aragorn, Legolas and Gandalf; if BHS were Lorwyn, Green Death was Nath and Toothless was Rhys combined with Colfenor; if BHS were Alagäesa, Green Death was Galbatorix and Toothless was Eragon and Murtagh combined with their dragons; if BHS were…

- Odin, this guy is awesome – mumbled Hiccup.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note: <strong>_Gosh, this pairing deserves so much more love... I'm crazy about them and I feel I'm all alone.

I decided to publish this mainly because I've felt Toothcup-love-sick for the last couple days (-weeks more likely-) and I'm so sad that the fics I was reading about them have not been updated. I bet there are many others reading them that feel the same way, so I hope my little story keeps all of us busy and happy till those other writers update. ^^

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a **review**. ^^_


	2. Chemistry

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.

.

**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

**_Note:_** I just watched the teaser trailer for the second movie and I am sooo excited about it! Can't wait to watch grown-up Hiccup being smart and epic as only he! Now you know what Hiccup will eventually look like in this fic, right now we must picture him still with the innocent aura from the first movie.

Well, I'm not inspired to write a comment right now, so I'll just let you read and hope you enjoy it. ^^

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 2: Chemistry.**

**.**

**.**

The first weeks Toothless became quite a talking subject, no one forgot the courage he'd shown before Green Death, and many thought it was really cool. Green Death had terrorized everyone for too long, having a little change of habits was entertaining.

However, Toothless' rebel behavior was the only attractive thing he had. Of course most of the girls thought he was handsome, but his personality was so repellant that all of them had already given up in the attempts to catch his attention. In other words: no one could stand this guy. He sat alone at the cafeteria every day, and talked to no one during classes, professors thought he was weird, even Hiccup lost his admiration for him.

But nobody would've dared to deny that Toothless' mystery was… appealing, come what may, so everybody kept watching him discretely. Hiccup somehow started to imagine a hundred sceneries including a green deathly beast and a black triumphing warrior.

Toothless had the very same schedule of Hiccup and Fishleg's, including the handmade-craft classes with Professor Gobber. Of course, Gobber was the only teacher who, three weeks after Toothless' arrival, still tried to start a conversation with him. Sometimes he seemed to succeed, but if Toothless said something he did in such a low voice even Gobber had trouble listening.

.

And suddenly, one day at chemistry class…

- Alright – said Professor Cowell -, I want you to pair up and pick a subject from the list you got on the blackboard. Next week we'll have our very own small, classroom-sized science fair.

- A science fair? – moaned Tuffnut - Could this be more boring?

- Alright, thanks to Mr. Thorston, now I will choose who you team up with. Say "thanks" to Mr. Thorston.

There was a general complain and some death-threats to Tuffnut. Professor Cowell, smiling to herself, wrote down the names of her students and made the pairs. Just one tiny little detail, what to do with the new guy?

- Mr. Haddock? – she called Hiccup by the time class was over - Do you have a second?

- Sure, Mrs. Cowell.

- I need to ask something from you. I know I have no right to because you already have the best exams I've ever graded, but this is a task I would trust only to you.

- What is it? – Hiccup felt suspicious, Mrs. Cowell praised him that much when she was about to do something really… mischievous.

- I want you to team up with Mr. Night.

- The new guy? No, no way. He doesn't talk to me and I don't talk to him… well, I actually don't talk to many people, but still- - -

- I know he's not all-charm, but I'm intrigued with him. He doesn't do his homework and yet his exams are good, and I believe you are the perfect person to show him how important it is to do an effort in this last year. Or in case he doesn't feel like cooperating you are the only one who won't be affected, after all you got the best grades and work better on your own.

- But… Mrs. Cowell…

- You are going to pair up with Dean Night – she sentenced.

.

.

- Toothless? Really? – Fishlegs was amidst astonishment and amusement - How will you manage to team up with him? Are you standing in Green Death's way to see if he finds you cool and talks to you?

- No way – Hiccup almost shivered at the simple thought of it.

- Then what are you going to do?

- Just… uhm… Go up to him in Gobber's class and tell him we must team?

- Let me know if that works.

Hiccup spent the rest of the day observing Toothless, trying to decipher if he was in a good mood or not, which was an impossible task, because Toothless really had a stone face: no emotion could be read there! Hiccup just became more nervous as time to the last class, Gobber's class, passed by.

And finally there they were, in Gobber's classroom, surrounded by tools, hammers and drills that Toothless seemed very comfortable handling. "Damn, if he wanted he could just dig a hole in my head" thought Hiccup, and he had a reason to, because Toothless was just having a wonderful time drilling pieces of wood.

Hiccup gulped. "Alright, here I go…"

- H-hi… Toothless – strike one: the black-haired guy just glared at him coldly and a little bit irritated -. I mean… Dean…? Mr. Night?

- What do you need Mr. Haddock? – answered Toothless, but Hiccup didn't manage to figure out if he was being sarcastic/funny or sarcastic/upset.

- About chemistry class… you know, the next week's project…

- Let me guess: we're team – Hiccup nodded, and Toothless dropped the drill (for the other boy's relief) and observed him seriously -. I'm sorry, I don't work in teams.

- Well, we have to or Mrs. Cowell…

- I can't work in teams, sorry. Guess you'll just have to work on your own and tell her I didn't cooperate. I'll sink alone, you may still float.

Hiccup froze due to two things. First: had he heard Toothless Night sort of apologize? Second: had Toothless Night heard his whole conversation with Mrs. Cowell?

- I'm afraid I must insist – from where did Hiccup gather the courage to keep talking?

Then he immediately had to place his hand before his mouth to dissimulate the hiccoughs now threatening to appear. His weird nervousness reflex would certainly not help him convince Toothless of giving in and working in teams as they were meant to.

- I told you I _can't_ teamwork. I don't have the time. Now please go back to your table and continue cutting glass. I'll go back to drilling if you don't mind.

Completely disappointed by his failure, Hiccup turned around and walked towards Fishlegs. The poor fellow was busy trying to remove some glue from his hair.

- Stupid bullies – he blurted, forgetting that he could be heard -. How did it go with Toothless?

- I think that he thoroughly and belligerently said "no".

- Thorough, belligerent… Love those fancy words – at last, he managed to unglue his hand from his head -. So, you're working on your own?

- I think so.

- Lucky you, I'm team with Ruffnut Thorston… Let's hope she finds me a little bit entertaining, otherwise I might have the entire Viking club against me for a month. I wouldn't like that.

- No one would, but Ruffnut is friends with Astrid, she can't be that bad – Hiccup solaced -. Now come, let's tell Mr. Gobber about this bad joke.

- No, thanks – Fishlegs refused -. I like my head upon my shoulders, even if it's dripping glue.

.

.

Now, we must say that Hiccup had regained his former interest in Toothless thanks to that failed conversation. Because, awkwardly, but the new guy had at least talked to him, had focused those big green eyes on him, and for a second, when saying "sorry", had really looked as if he _felt_ sorry. Perhaps if they did work together for the chemistry project Hiccup would manage to learn a thing or two about this mysterious stranger.

"Besides, if I can't convince him Mrs. Cowell will be disappointed" and Hiccup couldn't handle the disenchanted look of a professor. He had enough with the looks of his father every morning.

So that day, Hiccup did something he had never done before: he _spied_ Toothless. He waited outside the school until the boy in question headed home. Toothless walked all the way across Berk, giant black headphones on. He walked slowly, as if he were thinking of something else, and delayed almost two hours to reach his house. All this time Hiccup was after him, hiding as well as he could behind cars and lampposts, and wondering why today, of all days, Toothless disdained the bus and decided to actually walk.

Toothless finally arrived at an old-looking house with a huge but dry garden. He climbed the steps to the door, opened it and disappeared inside. "So he lives here… he mustn't have much money, maybe that's why he avoids everyone. I bet he has a scholarship like I do and doesn't want bullies to bother him because of that".

- Well, whatever, I must get him to work in the project.

Determined to knock on that door until Toothless himself opened, Hiccup headed to the house, when his ringing phone interrupted his mental arguments.

- This is Hiccup – he said on the phone, and heard his father's voice.

- Where are ya? Ya're supposed t'be here, uncle David an' Jonah're comin'.

Oh, no! Hiccup had completely forgotten about them! That's right, his uncle and cousin were visiting that day!

- Right, right! I'm on my way, dad, I… I had to stay in the library because of a project, I'm coming!

The arguments for Dean "Toothless" Night would have to wait.

.

Hiccup arrived at his house completely soaked in his own sweat, because the bus was too slow, so he preferred to run to make it on time, and run he did. At least he managed to reach the house before his father went mad.

- Where were ya? Ya knew uncle Spitelout was comin'.

- Yeah, I'm sorry, this project is for next week… and it's about the DNA research, so it's complicated. I didn't notice it was so late, sorry – excused Hiccup.

- A' least ya arriv'd before ya' uncle.

Said and done, in that very moment the doorbell rang, and Stoick went to the door to receive his cousin and nephew: David "Spitelout" Jorgenson and Jonah "Snotlout". Yes, one of the Vikings who occasionally obeyed Green Death's bullying commands, the one who was completely crazy about Astrid, was Hiccup's cousin. They never spoke in the school, because that would kill Snotlout's social life in less than a second, but yet every blue moon they would meet and have a good time together, after an hour or two of uncomfortable silence. Luckily, the silent time coincided with the eating time, so there was not much to be said unless you praised the food. Later, Stoick and Spitelout would go to a near bar and spent hours talking about gods-know-what (probably their childhood and some other family issues), leaving Snotlout and Hiccup in the house to watch movies or play videogames. It was like a secret and familiar friendship.

- So, Hiccup – said Snotlout -, what new videogames you've got? Because I'm dying to play "Street fighter 4", mine sort of… died.

- Let me guess: you accidentally stepped on it when you entered your disaster-zone-bedroom.

- Why to clean if it's getting messy again? – Snotlout shrugged.

- Because if you don't you might step onto something important, like a videogame – Hiccup enjoyed watching the defeated expression on his cousin's face -. Well, I don't think I have any videogames you like, then.

- What you got?

- Skyrim, Fable, World of warcraft, Legend of Zelda…

- Got anything about _only_ kicking somebody's ass?

- Well, I… I've got Super Smash Bros!

So they spent the whole afternoon killing each other continuously, Hiccup switching between all the characters and Snotlout sticking to Bowser (damn, he was a killer). Until eventually they grew a little bit bored and started talking about some other subjects.

- So… how's football going? – asked Hiccup.

- Good, sort of… I mean, we're winning every match and everything but…

- Green Death?

- Yeah, he's becoming more… deathly since the new guy defied him – then a couple seconds of silence -. So-sorry about the other day, Green Death made me do it.

- Don't worry, I'm used to have my lunch thrown at me. If it's not you is Tuffnut or somebody else, there's a long list of haters out there – Hiccup shrugged, trying to make things less dramatic. Snotlout felt terribly guilty though.

- I heard the other day Green Death sank your head in a toilet…

- He tried to, but Fishlegs went to my rescue so he ended up in the toilet. I was thrown in Green Death's locker instead.

- How do you stand it? Don't you get tired of being treated like that? If you wanted you could become a Viking.

- Snotlout, we both know there is no physical thing I can do. Nothing at all. If I as much attempted to join a sport team I would just humiliate myself in the trials and everything would be worse afterwards – Hiccup had seen too many nerds fail on their efforts to become Vikings, and they were all treated worse than he was. He didn't want to join them in their disgrace -. I'm surviving, and it's just this year I have to stand. Soon everything will be over.

- You'll graduate – Snotlout delayed a bit in understanding.

- We will – corrected Hiccup.

- Have you seen my grades? _You_ will, Hiccup. I'm staying here another year.

.

.

Next day, after finishing his homework, Hiccup gave another try with the "Official Toothless Issue" (OTI, for short and to make Hiccup feel like he was indeed in a secret spying mission), so he went to the new boy's house and this time knocked the door until somebody opened. And it wasn't Toothless.

- May I help you? – an old and gentle woman said - I have no rooms available right now so, are you here looking for someone?

- I… I'm looking for… Dean Night.

- Toothless? – the woman understood, and suddenly her face just brightened -. That's wonderful! You're the first visit he's ever received. What a pity he's still working.

- Working? Like… in a job? – that was something… well, surprising. And Hiccup felt a little bit sad: it was dark already… and cold, and Toothless had no car.

- Yes, he works at Hotel Nordic, didn't he tell you? He'll be back by midnight. I don't think you can wait for him, so do you want me to give him a message?

- Are you his grandmother? – the boy asked, suddenly feeling very comprehensive to Toothless and his hostile behavior.

- Grandmother? – the woman burst out laughing -. Oh, no, not at all. I'm his landlady, he rents the room in the attic.

Hiccup remained silent for a whole minute, staring in disbelief.

- Rent? Like… by himself? And his… his family?

- Well, he hasn't any as far as I know, it's just him. Want to give him a message?

- No… no, thanks – decided Hiccup, it was better to leave before he asked something really stupid and messed everything up.

- I'll tell him you came by.

- No! Just… don't tell him anything, ok? Thank you very much.

He simply turned around and walked away. Thinking and thinking and thinking about Toothless. So he lived alone in a tenement house? All alone? Completely? And worked at nights in Berk's best hotel? He was alone and had to work and was alone? "That must be terrible – thought Hiccup -. I now understand why his personality is so… so… Toothless".

The Haddock boy then remembered how Toothless had mentioned the classical "I don't have time" excuse, but he had said it for real. Only Odin knew how much he worked every day to pay his school, his house, his food, his clothes… Now it was no surprise to see Toothless wanting to be left alone at BHS.

- And all the people think he's a selfish idiot… We've been the idiots all this time.

At that time Hiccup decided to do something nice for Toothless. Something simple, but that might help. He worked on the project by himself, but tried very hard to make it look as if two people had made it. He would distract Mrs. Cowell for a while, give Toothless a good grade and release him from the stress of both working and studying for a week.

On Sunday evening, after he finished the project, he went to Toothless' house and left a package for him in the mail. The landlady saw him do it, and when Toothless arrived…

- You got mail, Toothless.

- Me? – the black-haired guy was beyond surprised, almost shocked.

- Yes, you – the woman smiled -. Someone came to deliver it personally.

She handed the package to Toothless, but before he opened it he checked his pockets and fished out his wallet to pay that month's rent. The landlady received it, proud to see that her youngest tenant was always the first to pay.

- Did he say something when he delivered this? – inquired Toothless.

- Didn't say anything to me… How do you know it was a _he_? I didn't mention that.

- Well, this doesn't exactly smell of girl perfume – said Toothless, smelling the package. The landlady laughed, patted his back affectionately and afterward she went to bed.

Toothless opened the package once alone and found inside a dozen printed pages containing the simplified version of everything that there is to be known about DNA. "The science fair project?"

The black-haired boy discovered a handwritten note that came along the package.

.

_I did the project but if you read this you can make Mrs. Cowell think you helped._

_Sorry if I bothered you, won't happen again. I know you're busy._

_I understand._

_- - -Hiccup Haddock._

.

Toothless froze on the spot, his green eyes the reflection of amazement. No one had ever (ever) said that to him: _I understand you_, no one had ever tried to. And here was this Hiccup boy, actually doing something nice for him, without even knowing him, without a reason. Toothless read the note about ten times before he smelt it again, and he memorized the scent of that boy, making sure he would never forget it. He felt a comfortable warmth flood his body and went to sleep with that beautiful sensation.

He would never forget that day, or the wonderful thing that had been done for him: _I understand_.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note:<strong>_ So, this was chapter two and it's only the beginning. I guess I can say that epicness starts in the next chapter, you know, with all the dragons and stuff... Oh, who said that?! Squirrel, watch your mouth! This is almost a school AU, how could there be any dragons?

Squirrel needs to get a hold of himself. He's tired of running that tiny wheel in my head that makes my brain work, I guess.

Oh, and if you want to know what Toothless looks like in my mind, search for **_nechy0_** on DeviantArt, and that's more or less what I picture. As soon as I gather the money to buy my digital camera I'll draw my version and get my own DeviantArt account, yay!

.

Thank you so much to the reviewers and everyone who has favorited and subscribed. I hope we go on together!

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a **review**. ^^_
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><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 3: Coincidences.**

**.**

**.**

The science fair project was a total success (well of course! Hiccup didn't sleep for two days to finish this giant model of a molecule with every detail of the DNA structure), and as a prize Mrs. Cowell allowed Hiccup and Toothless to skip the next class with her. Therefore that tuesday the two boys had their first real conversation while they were sitting alone in the cafeteria, enjoying the lack of bullies.

- Feels weird to be here knowing everyone's in there having classes – mentioned Hiccup, playing with his pencil over the table. Damn! He was such a nerd.

- Well, it's not like we'd have much to do. After all, _our_ project was perfect – responded Toothless in a low voice.

- Yeah, it was… – replied Hiccup somewhat sheepishly.

- I believe I made the mistake of not thanking you… yet – interrupted the black-haired boy -. First I'd like to know: why you did it? You owe me nothing.

- Do what? – Hiccup pretended not to know.

- Helping me – muttered Toothless.

- Didn't you read the note?

- I did – he assured -, that's why I can't understand what _you_ did.

- You're obviously not used to have people doing favors to you – Toothless' eyes widened after Hiccup said that -. I mean no harm, really, I just… I found out you have to work, that mustn't leave you any time to do other stuff. I thought you must be tired and decided to help a little. It's nothing bad.

- How you know I work? – Toothless was openly surprised - I haven't told you.

- Well… uhm… your landlady told me – Hiccup's face turned slightly red.

- And how was it you came to speak with Mrs. Evans? – Toothless' eyes narrowed into thin green lines - How the hell do you know where I live?

Hiccup kept silent, clearly uncomfortable, avoiding visual contact with Toothless. He seemed to be getting furious, breathing deeply, and that wasn't a good sign. Nonetheless, a couple seconds after, Toothless relaxed and sighed heavily, mainly because he heard Hiccup actually hiccupped.

- So it was you! You were the one following me that day. What were you thinking?

- I didn't follow you! – lied Hiccup. What a shame he was a pitiful liar, and his hiccoughs totally gave him away. Damn them!

- Oh, come on! I didn't recognize your smell on the letter, but I do now. I'm not mistaken, _you_ followed _me_ home! Better accept it or bear the consequences – was it Hiccup's imagination or had Toothless' last phrase sounded somehow as if joking?

- Ok! I did! So what? That allowed me to do something nice for you, right?

- Never do good things that look as bad things – Toothless lowered his voice till it was almost a gentle murmur -. Try to remember that, Hiccup, it's very important.

Then an awkward silence, because Toothless had never called anyone neither by name nor by nickname; Hiccup was the first one. And for some reason this alleviated Hiccup's nervousness a little bit.

- I'm not telling anyone you work if that's what you're worried about – announced Hiccup -. You're already in everyone's target.

- As if they could hunt me down… – whispered Toothless, suddenly a little bit upset.

This time, nonetheless, Hiccup was smart enough to know he wasn't the cause of it.

- I'd… appreciate your silence…

- We're done, then. I got nothing left to say – Hiccup stood up and prepared himself to leave the cafeteria, but before he could walk two steps Toothless stopped him by grabbing his wrist.

- But I do… uhm… Thanks.

Olive green eyes directly met bright green, and both boys could have sworn sparks flew, as if a connection had been made. Their hands felt warm as did their faces, and something sort of tickled inside of them…

Feeling weird as hell they stepped back, looking somewhere else. When their gazes met again Hiccup simply nodded and left the cafeteria. Toothless stayed behind, trying to ignore the fact that he could still smell Hiccup's scent and hear his shoes hitting the floor at a fast pace, as well as his uneasy breath… and his oh-so-famous hiccups. Sometimes it wasn't good to have such amazing senses.

"I guess I'll just… go out for a walk this evening" said Toothless to himself. He needed to think.

.

.

That day Hiccup didn't want to spend the whole afternoon alone at home. He had no homework, his father was in the gym, and Fishlegs was suffering at the dentist (poor Fishlegs, he hated doctors, dentists, vets and every profession that involved anesthesia of any kind, it just knocked him over). What to be done?

- I'll go for a walk, then – he decided.

Berk was a very important touristic destiny because it was in the middle of an ancient, large and magnificent forest. Mountains weren't far away, and if you had the guts to venture in the woods you could even find a lake. Sometimes Hiccup liked to visit the forest on his own; when he was a child he went there in his mother's company to fight every kind of imaginary beasts.

He hadn't been there for a while, perhaps today was a good day to regain the habit.

Weather was quite merciful, besides (Berk was also known for its unpredictable and sometimes extremely cold climate), and weather was always a good sign. Yes, he would go to the forest, maybe even deep enough to visit the lake.

So Hiccup grabbed his backpack, put pencil, notebook and the "Eragon" book in it, stole a cookie or two or a whole pack from his father's secret supplies (a box hidden beneath his bed that literally read "Stoick's Secret Supplies", because being a famous fighter, Stoick felt a little ashamed of his addiction to sugar) and left his house ready to venture in the ancient forest.

He took a bus and got off at the city's borders to continue his journey on foot. He walked for about an hour before he fished the cookies out of his backpack and started munching them, and another hour later he finally found a nice spot where he could sit, relax and draw, having an astonishing view of the lake at the horizon.

.

Hiccup's mind surprised him most of the times, especially when drawing; sometimes he wouldn't be aware of what he did until it was finished. This was one of those times. When Hiccup awoke from his artist-trance he realized he'd drawn a dragon. But not any dragon, it was the silver dragon that usually hung from Toothless' neck.

"Why am I drawing this?" Hiccup questioned himself.

His thought couldn't go any further.

There was this huge column of smoke rising not far from where Hiccup stood. It had appeared so suddenly, as if someone had just set fire to a pair of threes. But that wasn't all. After the smoke came a frightened shriek, as if an animal was persecuted. Hiccup had no time to think that hunting was forbidden in those forests, because after that a threatening growling could be heard, followed by something Hiccup could swear sounded like panicked human screaming.

And then… a fireball, a blue fireball like a surrealistic explosion.

- Oh, gods… what's that? – Hiccup couldn't help his curiosity, and sooner than expected he was already running towards the place where the explosion came from.

Hiccup ran, faster by the step, ignoring the mud that made him slip or the branches that scratched his face. He'd never seen anything as weird in there, and he'd spent a lot of time in those woods.

It wasn't until Hiccup seriously tripped down and almost broke his ankle, that he realized something so important he should have noticed earlier: the forest was absolutely, abnormally quiet. No animal could be heard: no birds singing, no bugs buzzing, no reptiles sliding near the trees. Something had happened that scared all the animals away.

Something bad.

"Alright, Hiccup, time to listen to the rational part of yourself. This could be dangerous, and is a big stupidity to go on, so turn around and better start walking home, before it's late and dark". Recriminating himself for not thinking of that before, Hiccup backed away slowly, but then he noticed something else that was weird enough to catch his attention.

People. There were people not too far from him. Two or three persons, all of them wearing long orange gabardines and black, heavy military boots. They haven't seen him, so Hiccup hid behind a tree. In such a strange situation, no one could be trusted.

- It can't be far – said one of them, the tallest -. It must be hiding in the treetops.

- If it's true that's _it_. Maybe you confused it, maybe it's just a regular swedish- - -

- It's the Night Fury! It spat blue fire at us!

Only then Hiccup realized that these men in orange carried weapons: huge, highly destructive guns. He gulped incredibly nervous, trying to keep quiet.

- That's the last Night Fury and we'll kill it today. Am I clear?

- Yes, sir!

The men kept studying the trees above them, searching in the shadows to decipher the agile silhouette of a dragon hiding in them. Hiccup couldn't believe what he was witnessing. Could it be true? Could those men really be talking about _dragons_? He'd heard the name "Night Fury" before, in a bedtime story many, many years ago.

Unfortunately, as Hiccup attempted to follow the men's movements with his eyes, he forgot to watch after his own, and he stepped on a branch that broke with the noisiest "crack" ever. The men in orange discovered him in a second.

- Who's there? – they shouted.

But before they could shoot at Hiccup, something incredible happened. From the highest tree descended an amazing black figure that attacked the men with blue and explosive fire-bolts, black wings and sharp claws. The fight lasted no more than five minutes, in which the men tried to defend themselves with their giant weapons and the black beast mercilessly scratched and gnawed and burned. The men in orange died fast, but the tallest one managed to shoot before life drained from him… The weapon, however, didn't shoot bullet as expected, it shot some sort of electric shock, and this time the artificial lightning reached the dragon as it tried to fly away.

An agonic screech echoed through the entire forest as the dragon fell down, wounded.

Hiccup simply stood there, paralyzed amidst the trees, watching the black beast fall not far from him. His body moving automatically, Hiccup went to the clearing where the creature had collapsed.

It was a dragon. There, in front of him, lied a black dragon: a Night Fury.

.

.

Hiccup didn't know how much time he spent frozen at his spot, breathing heavily and wide-eyed. Thousands of thoughts flooded his mind, and none of them made more sense than the others. Hiccup had dreamed his entire life of dragons, but he'd never really expected to find one. And there it was.

The dragon seemed to be knocked out. Its scaled chest moved up and down slower by the second, there was blood dripping from his body. Only then Hiccup realized this dragon was seriously wounded, and if he didn't help it, it might die.

Gathering all his strength of will, Hiccup approached the downed dragon and studied his injuries. First he panicked, for he was no vet and had no idea of how to heal animal wounds, but he solaced himself reminding that he could be described in two words: geek and genius.

If someone knew how to help a dragon, that was a geek; if someone knew how to apply in real life the geek knowledge, that was a genius.

"I can do this – Hiccup thought -, I can save this dragon".

.

.

The pain had knocked him out, and it was deep enough to drag him into unconsciousness, but something had proven to be stronger enough to bring him back to his senses. He felt better now, that was for sure, though he didn't understand why. The injuries still hurt, but not as much as before, and there was something refreshing on his forehead.

There was something else, though, something… peculiar. It was the scent, yes, his nose could detect it clearly now: _the_ scent… "I'd recognize that smell anywhere".

Slowly, he began to move his clawed fingers and his tail again.

He heard a gasp and opened his green eyes to find a scrawny brown-haired boy kneeling before him.

.

In the moment Hiccup saw the dragon waking up, he stopped his nursing mission at once. Maybe that dragon didn't like to be touched, maybe that dragon would attack him, maybe that dragon…

- Ok, maybe I fainted as well and I'm hallucinating or something – said Hiccup to the dragon -. Why are you staring at me like that instead of burning me down like you did with those men?

The dragon didn't say anything of course, he just kept watching Hiccup in an almost human way, with the most hypnotic and cutest expression ever.

- Are you gonna hurt me? – the boy prudently asked; strangely he didn't feel so afraid, but you can never be too cautious. The dragon shook his head in negation -. You understand what I say? – now Hiccup was utterly surprised.

The dragon shook his head to say yes. With that movement something slipped down the dragon's head. It was Hiccup's wet jacket, in which he emptied his bottle of water to use it to clean the dragon's wounds. The dragon looked at it mildly intrigued.

- I thought… you know… maybe if I refreshed you a little you'd wake up. Works with me all the time – Hiccup explained, not stopping to realize he was talking to a dragon -. My father used to knock me off very often, not on purpose of course. He's a fighter, you know? He tried to make me like him, but it didn't work out.

The dragon fixed his eyes on Hiccup more intensely than before.

- …But I guess you're not interested in that story – Hiccup laughed a bit nervous -. How you feeling dragon? What I did helped you?

The dragon looked back at his wings to check their state, as well as its tail's. When he was satisfied with it he tried to stand up. He couldn't do it for much, but at least he could support his own weight on all fours. Seeing that he was better than expected, the dragon looked at Hiccup once again and enthusiastically shook his head saying "yes".

Hiccup's lips drew a big smile then, as the dragon had never seen. A genuine smile.

- Are you… are you real? – Hiccup asked. The dragon seemed to feel offended by the question, so much it sneered, to Hiccup's surprise -. I'm sorry… I didn't mean to insult you or anything, is just that… This doesn't seem real. It's almost like a dream… Maybe you're the one dreaming and I am not real…

The dragon interrupted Hiccup's philosophical speech with a gesture that, if human, would look as a raised eyebrow and a "you-serious?" look.

Hiccup immediately shut up, a little embarrassed because even dragons considered he talked too much. He was beginning to feel nervous, and to prove it there came the hiccoughs.

The dragon seemed much more intrigued with Hiccup after that. Stretching its neck as much as it could the dragon tried to sniff Hiccup, pretty much to the boy's discomfort.

- What are you doing? – he asked, stepping back. The dragon growled at him, meaning "come here and let me smell you", though Hiccup didn't get the message.

Not understanding what was going on, the boy simply reacted raising his hands in a calming gesture. The dragon's eyes then opened wider, and he nodded wildly.

- What does that mean? – the dragon stared at Hiccup's eyes, upset for the unnecessary question, then fixed its sight on the human's hands - My hands? – and finally, Hiccup understood - You want me to touch you?

The dragon nodded once again, drawing a genuine puppy-expression.

- Oh, I get it… you want to prove me you're real?

One more time, the dragon nodded.

Feeling insecure and keeping his hiccups, Hiccup cautiously walked towards the dragon.

As if to show him there was no reason to fear and be nervous, the dragon sat quietly on the ground, like an oversized and tender cat.

Hiccup stretched out his hand to touch the dragon's muzzle, closing his eyes. Suddenly he felt the scaled head softly pressing against his fingers, as if the dragon had leaned forward. Hiccup opened his eyes after a while and realized the dragon had also closed his.

And then the dragon opened his eyes and met Hiccup's gaze. Those green eyes were so piercing, so unique… There was something intelligent and almost human in them… No, not human, it was beyond human. As their looks locked Hiccup could've sworn that sparks flew somewhere nearby, and a warm shiver shook him from head to toes…

He could've stayed there forever, truly.

.

.

That is, if his cell phone hadn't rang.

It was his father, incredibly furious because Hiccup wasn't home, and it was late and dark, and he hadn't even asked for permission or left a note. A part of Hiccup's mind knew he was in serious troubles, but the rest of him could do anything but feel terribly angry. He could think of no worse way to break such a trance.

He was establishing such a clear connection with this dragon… The moment had represented the meaning of "magic"… and his stupid father had to ruin it.

Of course Hiccup wasn't the only one affected. The dragon seemed upset as well.

- I must go now – the boy said to the dragon -. But I'll be back tomorrow, I promise. Wait for me here.

Distressed as he never thought he could be, the dragon watched Hiccup disappear into the forest. He tried to follow him, but was weak and obviously couldn't.

"I'll be waiting right here".

.

Hiccup didn't even remember how was it he made it home. He was sweaty, so maybe he'd run. He had this pain in his leg, so maybe he'd been hit by a bicycle… or a car. And he was freezing, so maybe he'd forgotten to put his jacket on… He didn't even register the furious screaming of his father, or the smack that came with it. He honestly didn't care. All he could think about was the black dragon… The Night Fury.

He dreamed of the majestic black beast that night, and as he woke up he did it with the firm determination of visiting him that day as well, and the next, and the day after that.

Hiccup barely paid attention at school; he didn't notice Fishlegs' funny way of speaking (his mouth hadn't fully recovered from the anesthesia), he didn't notice Astrid's futile attempts to be nice to him in public or Snotlout's mockery as Green Death commanded the rest of the football team to torment the nerds. He didn't notice, at least those first classes, that Dean Night had not attended school and for days was nowhere to be seen.

As soon as school was over, not caring if he had homework or not, Hiccup headed straight to the forest, carrying as many food and water as he could.

The Black Dragon waited for him in the exact place he'd left him the day before, bearing a tired and bored expression, which disappeared as soon as he saw Hiccup.

- I brought you something to eat – the boy said, proudly -. I'm not sure what you like so I just brought a bit of variety: beef, steak, pork, fish… Cooked everything myself.

The dragon didn't praise Hiccup's cooking, of course, but swallowed everything in the blink of an eye in a way that can be considered flattering. Later Hiccup discovered this dragon had a thing for fish, cooked or raw.

So, for the whole week, Hiccup visited the wounded dragon and healed him, and fed him and kept company to him. He showed the dragon some of his sketches, and started some amazing drawings of him (the dragon posed evidently flattered), and when the dragon felt tired Hiccup would sing or hum his favorite song for him to fall asleep.

It was a magical week, 'cause that's the only word Hiccup could think of to describe it.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note:<strong>_¡Ta-rán~! Aren't you surprised? ^^

Squirrel warned there'd be dragons. Yes, this is almost a school-AU, but I'm not the kind of person who writes school-AUs, I have a thing for epicness, magic and complex plot lines. So here we are. I hope you liked the chapter and feel excited to know where this is going!

I'm still incredibly lovesick with Toothcup, they're my Top OTP at the time (they overturned Johnlock and SebasCiel respectively, how awesome is that?), so I'm working on a little drawing about them right now. Let's hope I don't kill any of the children I have to take care of in my summer job before I save enough money to buy my digital camera so I can show you. ^^
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Miel110, HBluesHeart, Wilson, SmokeyStorm, LesserWraith,
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><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 4: Unmasked.**

**.**

**.**

Black scales shiny as an obsidian armor, black claws sharp as a sword, green eyes bright as emeralds on a black velvet mask, eyes whose look was impossible to escape, eyes that dig deep into your soul revealing the secrets of your heart…

- Hiccup… Are you listening? – called Fishlegs, mad at first and then utterly worried because his friend was beyond distracted in the last few days.

- What? Said something?

- Actually, I did. Really? Didn't you listen to anything I just said?

- What were you talking about? – asked Hiccup, thinking that hint might help him make something up and pretend he did listen to a thing or two.

- The Halloween Ball – said Fishlegs.

- Oh, yeah, your Skyrim disguise – Hiccup started to improvise, hoping that topic could start a conversation and erase the one he hadn't listened at.

- No, that's not what I was saying – frowned Fishlegs -. I was telling you how this year's "Halloween King and Queen Contest" was cancelled, and now we aren't forced to take a date to the party. Isn't that great? For the first time since eighth grade! We can arrive alone at a school party and no one will care!

- That's good news – agreed Hiccup, taking a pause from his dragon-invaded thoughts to focus a bit on his day-to-day life -. Why was the contest cancelled?

- Something to do with a cheerleader cheating to get more votes than Astrid.

They kept going on the subject for a minute or so, till the professor's shouting made Hiccup realize that he wasn't the only one missing important things those days.

- What outrage is this Mr. Night? – the professor was raging.

Dean "Toothless" Night had fallen asleep on his desk, and for the last fifteen minutes he'd been lost in dreamland till he finally started snoring slightly. He'd been like that for the past two days, since he returned after one whole week of absence. Fishlegs thought he might be sick, because he looked really tired and pale, and as he walked everyone could see he was weak. Toothless had been lucky that Green Death was too busy with the football practice for the big game before the Halloween Ball to notice.

Toothless woke up abruptly, looking rather confused and mumbling unintelligibly.

- School is no place for naps. If you can't sleep properly in your free time I suggest you reorganize your schedule. Detention, Mr. Night.

- I already got detention from Mrs. Adams – said Toothless. Half the classroom laughed at how he kept refusing to call that teacher "Miss".

- Fine – the professor seemed quite upset for having his golden chance stolen by the math teacher -, then I'll just load you with extra homework.

Toothless sighed in irritation, but did nothing else, he was too tired to even negotiate.

Scratching his numbed head, he looked around, and his green eyes met Hiccup's, who fixedly stared at him. That gesture seemed to scare all sleepiness away and Toothless rapidly avoided Hiccup's gaze and focused on that day's essay, evidently nervous.

Hiccup was a little bit surprised by the black-haired boy's reaction, yet he couldn't explain why. He just fell nervous as well.

- Halloween week is definitely not Toothless' week, don't you think? – said Fishlegs as they headed down to Gobber's classroom -. First he sickens like awfully, and now everything he does gets him punished.

- Professors are terribly inconsiderate when it comes to him. They don't stop to think he has a lot of things to do and his health hasn't been the best lately.

- What do you mean? Sounds like you have all the arguments to defend him.

- Well… maybe he has a job or something – Hiccup said, stuttering a little bit -. Maybe he indeed doesn't have the time to properly sleep.

- You know something I don't, that's obvious – pointed Fishlegs, but he didn't push the matter any further.

.

Gobber's class was at least the less stressful one in the entire day. Toothless seemed excited enough about cutting and drilling before school was over that he didn't even fall asleep, he simply put on a pair of earmuffs and turned the electric drill on.

That led Hiccup to realize something that froze him on the spot. He sat on the table next to Toothless', and as the black-haired guy was distracted Hiccup could hear him sing in low voice. Hiccup got his hands covered in glue as he shocked by listening to Toothless sing.

He wasn't singing just any song, though. He was singing "Stick & stones", the song Hiccup liked the most because his mother used to sing it for him as a lullaby when he was a little child; and as far as Hiccup knew nobody else had ever heard that song apart from himself… and the Night Fury dragon he had hummed it to.

Hiccup's eyes automatically focused on the dark silhouette next to him. None of his thoughts made any sense, and confusion was the only thing Hiccup could be certain of…

- A'right, class's over. Put ev'ry tool away and see ya' tomorrow – announced Gobber.

That voice brought Hiccup back to reality and reminded him that he had to hurry for there was a black dragon waiting for him in the forest, and he didn't want to keep the magnificent beast waiting. Without even saying goodbye to Fishlegs, Hiccup left the classroom running, utterly surprising everyone who noticed his abnormal behavior.

Toothless was one of those who immediately noticed. "Damn!" he thought. Fast as he could, the guy removed the earmuffs and put them away, getting ready to imitate Hiccup's rapid escape. He also had a place to arrive to as soon as possible.

- Except ya, Mr. Night – Gobber stopped him -. Been told ya've misbehaved lately.

- I'm sorry, professor, I don't have time for being scolded right now. I must go right away – tried Toothless to excuse, urgency and nervousness in his voice.

- Ya'll have t'make tha time – unfortunately, that was one of those times when Gobber couldn't act as the cool teacher he was -. I'll escort ya t'detention.

- B-but… but… I _really_ have to go…

- Such a shame, Mr. Night. But wherever you have to go, you won't be going today – interfered Ms. Adams with the most tenebrous smile ever -. I will make sure of that.

Toothless felt his heart sink down to his feet. No matter how hard he tried, no matter how much he hurried… This time he wouldn't be able to make it on time. His green eyes stared sadly at the door through which Hiccup had disappeared minutes ago. "I'm really sorry, Hiccup" he whispered. Then he was guided into the detention classroom, where he was locked the entire afternoon, forced to write lines on the blackboard and write essays about the importance of being disciplined.

.

.

Hiccup dropped his bags in disbelief, watching the empty clearing, nothing but the footprints revealing a dragon had been there. He gulped, trying to swallow the knot that had settled in his throat. Where had the Night Fury gone? Hiccup searched for the black dragon everywhere, for three hours, but he found nothing, as if the dragon had been just a dream.

Hiccup didn't understand why the dragon was gone when he'd seem so comfortable in his company the last time. Besides, the dragon hadn't healed completely, and he was certainly not capable to fly yet, was he? Why had he escaped and how? Why…?

- Enough – Hiccup said to himself, upset and sad in equal amounts -. I can't be like this. The dragon was real, and dragons are wild. It was just a matter of time before he left to meet with his kin… I must… I must… forget him…

Unbelievably heartbroken, Hiccup picked his things up and left the woods. Knowing he would never find a good reason to return again.

.

So Hiccup arrived home quite early that day, only to find his father waiting for him at the kitchen, with a murderous look and a plate of untouched roasted chicken before him. It was always a bad sign to see Stoick's plate untouched, now Hiccup knew he was in serious troubles.

- So – he said, as serious and severe as Hiccup had never seen him -, are ya goin' to try an' explain? Or do we skip straight t'tha part where I punish ya? Gobber call'd. Said ya've been leavin' school early these days. T'go where? Ya haven't com' home early these days.

Having one of your professors being best friends with your father definitely has more negative things than perks, Hiccup remembered. He'd been given away.

Hiccup stared at his father for a couple seconds trying to decipher what was the smartest way of acting in his situation. The bad thing about Stoick, is that no matter how intelligent Hiccup was he just hadn't learned how to read his father's mood. So he gave a try anyways, anything he said couldn't make things worse than what they already seem like going.

- I've been going to the forest. There's this… drawing I've been working on. You know landscapes are far more complicated than everything else.

Stoick didn't seem at all relieved by hearing Hiccup's "explanation".

- Whut am I goin' to do with ya, Hiccup? – Stoick's voice had never sounded so disappointed and grim - Is tha' really whut ya spend ya' time doin'?

- There's nothing wrong with my hobbies – muttered Hiccup.

- No, jus' with ya' priorities. I'd like ya to, jus' once, go out with som' friends like a normal guy, instead of isolatin' ya'self into tha woods. I know ya haven't talk'd to Snotlout since tha last time he visit'd.

The knot the dragon's disappearance had brought into Hiccup's throat tightened at the realization of how he was never to fulfill his father's expectations. And the worse was that Stoick knew it, and he didn't seem willing to have any more hopes on his son.

- I don't know if you're aware of it, dad, but Jonah and I move in very different social circles – mumbled Hiccup, painfully conscious of the truth in his words -. The chance will never come for us to talk in real life.

- How can ya say tha'? – Stoick demanded for an explanation, but Hiccup had no desire of getting into that topic.

- Are you going to punish me or what?

Stoick's face went sober.

- I am – he informed his son.

- Fine, I'll go to my room and stay there till I'm twenty one – Hiccup was already resigned to it.

- A'tually, I was thinkin' o' a differen' kind o' punishmen' – Stoick crossed his arms on his chest and stared down at his son. Hiccup gulped, knowing for certain there was nothing good coming out of it -. Were ya thikin' o' goin' to tha Halloween Ball?

- Nope.

Truth is that Hiccup had been looking forward to the Halloween Ball since the beginning of the school year, but now that he'd lost his dragon and his spirits were severely dampened he doubted he'd manage to make it out of his bedroom. Stoick seemed to think differently.

- Now ya are – the father said. Hiccup's heart stopped beating for a second.

- But dad- - -!

- Ya're goin' to tha' party. En' o' discussion.

Hiccup's ego had been wounded. Now that was a punishment for someone like him.

.

There was nothing he could do to it, though. So on friday night Hiccup dressed himself up, readying for the Halloween Ball. He didn't assist to the traditional football match before the party, so he had some extra time to spare on his costume. Brown woolen pants, furry boots and a green shirt; the furry vest, the wooden shield and the helmet with horns providing the perfect viking look, just as planned.

Hiccup took a minute to watch his reflection carefully. There was something peculiar about the boy greeting him in the mirror, something about his eyes, his face… Hiccup could not recognize the geeky boy, what he saw instead was a true young viking getting ready to prove that he was worth his salt. That reminded him of a book he read a couple years ago, a story precisely about a young viking who found and trained a dragon… Well there he was, everything he had to do now was going to that ball and finding his dragon.

And so he did. Hiccup arrived at BHS with his face hiding beneath the shadow of his helmet, which allowed him to reach the gym without being recognized by Green Death and his gang of Viking bullies. At least that detail gave him this feeling that something real good would come out of this ball.

He located Fishlegs in his Skyrim outfit at once, and quickly went to sit by his side; his friend looked very excited to see him.

- I'm glad you did come after all. I was starting to fear you'd leave me here alone.

- Yeah, I'm late, refused my father's offer to bring me here – explained Hiccup.

- You went like that on the bus? – Fishlegs laughed - Didn't you pop anyone's eyes out with that helmet?

Hiccup tried to look offended but he couldn't help but laugh along Fishlegs. They spent the rest of their time eating the free food and taking pictures with their nerd and geek comrades, who were cosplaying as if a convention of some sort had place within the school gym.

Things worked out pretty well, actually. Fishlegs was even invited to dance by a math-genius girl from the third semester, who was totally in love with his dovahkiin looks.

- Is ok if I go with her? – Fishlegs had asked Hiccup, a bit of guilt printed in his face.

- Go, have fun. I'll be right here with the punch.

Fishlegs didn't have to be told twice, and he went to the dance floor with the girl.

Hiccup watched, trying to decide if he was a bit jealous or if he was just relieved to have some time of his own. He certainly was glad for his friend; Fishlegs was at least having a real good time, not like himself who was just pretending to enjoy the evening.

Just as he kept an eye on his friend he somehow managed to catch a glimpse of dark clothing and black messy hair. Was it Toothless at the gym's furthest corner? Had he even attended the party?

Moved by his curiosity, Hiccup crossed the gym trying to reach the dark figure.

He searched and searched, but couldn't find Toothless anywhere. "Maybe I just imagined the whole thing" he was beginning to suspect.

He couldn't find out if it was just his imagination, though, a more urgent issue required his immediate attention. Green Death was not far from there, and judging by his screaming and the strong smell of alcohol in his clothes he was drunk as part of the celebration for the recent victory in the halloween football match.

- What you looking at? – Green Death yelled at Hiccup as soon as he caught him staring.

- Nothing – Hiccup rapidly looked elsewhere and stepped back.

- I know you – said Green Death, a cruel smile spreading through his mouth -. You're that nerd from History class… When was the last time you visited my locker? How 'bout now?

In the very second those words left Green Death's mouth, Hiccup turned around and ran desperately. Lucky him the bully was way too drunk to walk two steps and keep his balance, so Green Death wasn't able of persecuting this viking. Still, Hiccup didn't come to a stop till he was completely out of breath; he hid under the football field's grand-stands.

He fell to his knees and breathed in and out, in and out, until his heart quit pounding like a crazy clock. Too much of a hope to believe his disguise would somehow hide the real Jay "Hiccup" Haddock for the world not to see.

- That was close – he gasped.

- Close indeed – answered another voice.

Hiccup could barely hold his screaming back, but fortunately he did remain quiet. Though maybe his mouth was shut, but his mind was shouting loud and louder. Before him stood, undoubtedly, Dean "Toothless" Night, wearing simple black leather jeans, black boots and a hooded leather jacket with tiny wings attached to its back. And he was wearing an eye mask, a simple black mask with a silky texture. He looked, by all means, as if he had decided to dress as a dragon that night.

- T-toothless – Hiccup stuttered -. What a surprise…

- Yeah, I know. I didn't even want to come, but had a free day at work and Mrs. Evans insisted so much. She even sewed my costume so I couldn't refuse.

- You're a dragon – assumed Hiccup.

- _What?_ – Toothless paralyzed on the spot, what could be seen of his face turning twice as pale as usual since he got sick. Hiccup even noticed how the boy's hands clenched in fists and how he gulped before gritting his teeth.

- Your costume, I mean. You're a dragon, right?

Toothless blinked, quite shocked, and it took him a while to truly understand what the brown-haired guy was talking about.

- Yeah… right… I'm supposed to be a dragon. Mrs. Evans' idea – he shrugged, doing his best to dissimulate his former tension -. And I guess you are a viking…?

- Too tough for someone like me, isn't it? – smiled Hiccup.

- I think you look good – suddenly confessed Toothless.

- Really? – Hiccup blushed.

- I… I mean… I've seen worse costumes tonight…

- Oh, yeah… – Hiccup blushed even harder at the interpretation he'd given to his interlocutor's words - Worse like Green Death's?

Toothless laughed.

- Yeah. Coming to the Halloween Ball in his football uniform. Not a brilliant idea. Though his worst idea was bringing those beers, that actually allowed me to… well, play a little joke to him.

- What do you mean?

- Don't you wonder why he couldn't catch you at the gym? – Toothless smile turned incredibly mischievous - Let's just say _somebody_ put _something_ in his beer. The perfect plan. His fault for bringing alcohol to a school party.

- You did what? – Hiccup knew what Toothless had just said and done was wrong, then why did he want to laugh with him so badly for it?

- He deserves it – replied Toothless, dignified.

- Sure he does – coincided Hiccup.

There was a moment of silent, in which both guys examined at each other discretely. Hiccup couldn't help but thinking at how much the black clothes highlighted Toothless' emerald green eyes.

- Why are you here? – the brown-haired asked suddenly - The party's in there.

- I don't like parties – explained Toothless, his voice lowering just a bit -. Too much noise, too much flickering light, too much crowded people. Makes me dizzy, gets all of my senses confused.

- I don't like them either – added Hiccup before Toothless could realize he'd talked too much -, make me feel I don't belong there. But my father forced me to come. That's his new way of punishing me. And it's bloody working.

- Why would he punish you? I can't picture _you_ doing anything wrong.

- I did a lot of non-permitted visits to the forest last week. He doesn't like it when I escape like that.

Again, Toothless' expression turned unbelievably serious, as if he were utterly worried about something. He took a step closer to Hiccup, to look right into his eyes before speaking.

- And exactly what were you doing in the forest? – questioned the taller, black-haired guy.

- I can't tell you.

- Oh, come on. You for sure _can_ – invited Toothless, looking somewhat hypocrite with his enthusiasm. Yet Hiccup remained inflexible.

- I can't, really. It's a secret.

- You can _trust_ me – insisted Toothless, anxious.

- It's not even my secret to tell, it's a friend's – excused Hiccup -. Sorry, my hands are tied and my mouth is shut. I can't tell you a word.

Toothless' anxiousness vanished in a second, being replaced by a really touched expression. He unconsciously moved closer to Hiccup.

- Will you really keep _that_ secret? – he asked, using that tone of voice that denotes you already know the answer to your questions but can't wait to hear the other person pronounce it.

- I don't know what you're talking about… Oh, look! It's raining! – the brown-haired boy changed abruptly the topic.

Indeed, a storm had somehow sneaked upon their heads and unleashed its force from one second to the other. The grand-stands soon began dripping, and everything went cold.

- Let's get out of here – suggested Hiccup, wrapping himself with the fur vest -. I don't feel like getting sick right now. And you should definitely look after your own health, Toothless. You obviously aren't in your best shape.

- Well, I'm better now – he replied.

- Never mind, we still have to get sheltered.

As Hiccup ran towards the gym (it didn't frighten him to do so knowing that Toothless had already knocked Green Death out of business), Toothless reached him and roughly grabbed him by the arm to make him stay still.

Surprised, Hiccup looked around, only to have Toothless' left hand removing his helmet to be next placed on his cheek. Hiccup's face reddened beyond imagination, at this pace his hiccups would begin anytime just now. Toothless gazed right into his soul through his olive green eyes.

- What are you…?

- Thanks – interrupted Toothless, his mere look freezing Hiccup from head to toes -. Thanks, Hiccup – he repeated.

Then he (for Hiccup's confusion, illusion and surprise) placed a gentle kiss on Jay Haddock's lips.

Hiccup's mind stopped working, and before he even comprehended what he was doing, his hands were already resting on Toothless' chest in a gesture that invited him to do it again. So did Toothless, both boys closing their eyes and getting lost in the soft sensation of each other's lips.

It was a sweet and prolonged first kiss under the rain.

.

.

.
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* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note: <strong>_Oh, look, the first kiss of my dreams...

Alright, now I believe this is some sort of record, because Toothcup remains as the Top OTP in this totally random realm that is my head. It's been two months and they still get me dreaming of them (though I admit Drarry sneaked in a bit last night). I'm writing a poem about the movie, I watched "Dragons: Riders of Berk", I'm trying to find a Toothcup meaning in every song I listen to ("Twin flames" - Epica OwO), I finished that drawing I told you about... And of course I'm updating here.

I'm a little bit worried though, because all this love can't get me yet through chapter 10... Words don't come easy...

.

Anyways, I wanna give a **huge Thank-you hug** to all the reviewers for chapter 3!

SmokeyStorm, sakurasapprentice7, LesserWraith,

Ethelred I. Echo, No No 22, Ginebra216,

SweetTooth4Romance, HBluesHeart, Heather Dehmer.

.

HBluesHeart... You're everywhere, I swear! Love you, girl, thanks for your support.

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_


	5. Oaths

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.

.

**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Note:**_ So, another week has ended and update day has come again. I told you I update only on fridays, didn't I? Every week if I got the chapters ready (just so you know, I've been asked that a lot lately).

So this is chapter five, and I could give you some comments and details about it, but I guess I'll let you read and figure things out on your own. ^^

Read, enjoy, review! ! !

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 5: Oaths.**

**.**

**.**

Now, as beautiful as that moment was, it certainly led Hiccup to experience the biggest bewilderment of his life. He'd been kissed, he'd been kissed by _another_ boy, who happened to be not just any boy but the mysterious and unpredictable Dean "Toothless" Night. And only to make things worse, he'd liked it.

He and Toothless didn't speak at all after they separated under the rain, they had just stared at each other completely puzzled and, in the end, Toothless ran away and disappeared in the increasing darkness, leaving behind a wide-eyed Hiccup with his thoughts just as messy as the rainy weather.

Hiccup wondered how long had he felt this way about Toothless, and if it meant that he was… orientated the other way. Or maybe it was just Toothless, because before that guy showed up at BHS Hiccup had always being focused on girls as he was meant to. Well, he'd had a crush on Astrid since elementary school, but even as they dated for those short months Hiccup never felt with her the electric rush that invaded him when he was with Toothless. All of his emotions seemed taken to the limit with him: with Astrid he'd be nervous, with Toothless he'd be _extremely_ nervous; with Astrid he'd held hands, with Toothless he'd _kissed_.

With Astrid, Hiccup had no trouble getting used to the idea of being just good classmates when things didn't work out, but with Toothless he just couldn't take it anymore. Hiccup needed answers, and he wanted them now. He wanted to know why Toothless kissed him… and why he knew that particular song.

His heart was beating so hard and so fast within his chest that he was fearing it would come out of his body at any minute.

Eventually, he fell asleep, being awaken several hours later by his ringtone, announcing that Fishlegs was calling him with a bit of urgency (it was the third time it rang). Victimized by a headache, Hiccup crawled on the mattress till he reached the phone.

- Hello? – he muttered at the phone, his eyes still closed.

- Oh, Hiccup, Hiccup! I've waited so long to tell you this! You totally vanished yesterday, what happened to you?

- I… I… – Hiccup had to be grateful no one could see his blush right then.

- Well, you mind to tell me later? I totally have to tell you this! – since Fishlegs sounded so excited Hiccup did his best to pay attention and let his best friend speak -. Remember "Aura" Wilkins? The girl who asked me to dance? She's just the most amazing person I've ever met! We like the same things, she's also obsessed with "Skyrim" and "Dungeons & Dragons", and she says she's impressed by my absolute knowledge of all there is to be known about every dragon from every story and game ever invented.

- Well, that's your biggest bizarre talent – encouraged Hiccup -. Your head is like a dragon book… She likes dragons, right?

- I think she liked me Hiccup! I really think she did! Can you believe it? _Me!_ We're going out today, she wants me to accompany her buying some trading cards – Fishlegs' voice was the happiest thing Hiccup had ever heard -. I can't believe this is happening to me! This is the best halloween of all times!

- At least you enjoyed yourself – smiled the brown-haired one -. I'm happy for you, buddy. Truly…

- Well, now I've told you the great news I'll let you sleep. You sound very tired still.

Thanking Fishlegs for being such a considerate friend, Hiccup hang the phone up and got back to sleep. His mind wasn't ready to work just yet.

- Wake up, Hiccup, no time t'sleep – Stoick's loud and rough voice interrupted drastically Hiccup's dragon-infested dreams.

- What's going on, dad? I went to the Ball as you wanted… Is sleep-depriving some sort of new punishment? – he moaned, half sleeping.

- Ya've slept 'nough already. Wake up! Ya comin' with me to tha train station.

- Station? – if only out of curiosity Hiccup fully awoke then.

- We're picking Starkard. He stayin' in Berk for a couple days.

Philip "Starkard" McGrade was a fellow boxer and friend of Stoick. They had grown up together as neighbors and studied at Berk's High School at the same time. They even met at the ring in many final matches for world championship titles. Starkard left Berk to move to the USA and open his own gym in Philadelphia, but apparently a complicated divorce motivated him to return to his roots. Or that's what Stoick explained to Hiccup as they drove towards the train station to wait for Starkard to finally arrive.

Hiccup barely registered any of the things that occurred during the journey to and from the station. He was sure Starkard had mentioned something about his slim and weak physic and his lack of proper height, but apart from that everything else was mere "blah, blah".

Surely one day Hiccup would meet someone who didn't care about his lack of both muscle and Haddock toughness. That if he hasn't already.

.

- So, Starkard, ya' stayin' where? Back with tha fam'ly? – asked Stoick.

- Was actually planning to camp on your couch – joked Starkard. Stoick laughed a lot.

- Oh, man, ya're still tha same. Good joke, Starkard. So… stayin' where?

- Hotel Nordic – he announced -. Reserved a suite, you know?

- Suite? Soun's fancy an' expensive…

- Decided to spend as much as I can on myself before my wife tries to take it all away.

Hiccup had to spend the rest of the day listening to similar chatting, more bored than he'd ever felt in his short life-time. He had to accompany his father and Starkard to the gym, then to eat, then to do some visits to old friends. He didn't even understand why he was there, but after eavesdropping some of his father's conversations he deciphered that Stoick didn't want him to have the chance of escaping into the forests alone now that the weather had turned unpredictable again and storms were coming and going without warning. And despite the tension that had grown after being punished, Hiccup couldn't help but feel a lot of affection for his father, because, in his own strange and manly way, but he cared a lot about Hiccup's welfare. Stoick just wanted his son to be like him and have a plenty and successful life as he had: "I jus' want Hiccup t'be a champion" he'd said to Starkard.

That lifted Hiccup's spirits quite a bit. And to think the best of the day was yet to come.

- Hey, Hiccup, wanna come an' help Starkard install at Hotel Nordic? – Stoick invited.

Hiccup didn't realize why until several minutes later, but he said yes at once.

Only now that he was at the lobby sitting in a green sofa as he waited for a bellboy to arrive and pick Starkard's luggage Hiccup remembered who he should expect to encounter at Hotel Nordic.

- May I help you with your- - -? Oh… You gotta be kidding me – said a familiar voice in a very nervous tone.

Hiccup's body paralyzed as his cheeks involuntarily reddened. The bellboy standing right in front of him was Toothless.

- What are you doing here? – he questioned Hiccup, looking quite uneasy - Are you…? How did you find me?

- I… actually wasn't… looking for you… – a mental alarm rang in Hiccup's head: awkward, awkward, awkward! !

- Oh, right… – now it was turn for Toothless to blush as well - Listen… Hiccup… I'm working, I don't have time to… talk right now… – then he mumbled to himself - If I ever do today's certainly not the moment – Damn! This was so awkward.

- I'm not here to talk to you about what happened yesterday at the Halloween Ball – Hiccup considered necessary to add the obvious reference, perhaps that would push Toothless to make a bit of time for talking, but since he didn't seem like giving the awkwardness up, Hiccup decided to wait and simply do what he was meant to -. I'm waiting for a bellboy to help me take all these things upstairs to Starkard's suite.

- Hiccup, I…

- 'Bout time – interfered Stoick, walking into the lobby, glaring at the red-suited boy standing next to his son -. I know ya're busy with all tha halloween tourism but we've waited a lot.

- Indeed you have. I beg your pardon, sir. I'm taking your luggage immediately – said Toothless in the most polite way ever -. May I ask what room shall we accommodate you in?

- Whut room was it, Starkard? – Stoick shouted at his friend through the hall.

- 512, I think – he yelled in answer.

- Understood – nodded Toothless, and prepared to carry all the suitcases upstairs.

- Ya'll have t'double-journey, lad. That's lots o' heavy luggage – mentioned Stoick.

- I'll help him! – Hiccup exclaimed at once. About time it was for him to take control of this situation for good.

Toothless was so shocked to hear Hiccup's intentions that instead of bringing up a proper and educated excuse for a client not to do such thing he simply gazed at Hiccup, utterly upset and confused.

- Go 'head – agreed Stoick -. Ya'll save Starkard half tha tip – he joked.

- You don't have to do this. I can handle it perfectly myself – complained Toothless.

- These suitcases are really heavy – said Hiccup.

- I can handle them.

And only to prove how true his words were Toothless grabbed all of the suitcases and dragged them alone into the elevator. Hiccup sneaked in before the doors closed.

- I wasn't warned you were included with the luggage. What am I doing with you once at the suite? Put you into the closet? – Toothless was speaking in a very sarcastic way.

Hiccup blushed furiously.

- Not funny – he gritted.

- I wasn't… referring to anything in particular – great, now Toothless felt stupid and Hiccup was upset -. I'm not trying to be funny. I'm working – he excused.

The elevator dang and its door opened to the fifth floor. Toothless kept carrying Starkard's luggage through the corridor. Hiccup walked behind him, two or three steps away, determined to get his explanations no matter what.

- It's really heavy, you'll get hurt. Let me help you – this time Hiccup wasn't asking for permission, so he just grabbed one of the suitcases and started dragging. He couldn't pull it over two meters -. Odin, this _really_ is the heaviest thing ever!

- Let the expert do the job – Toothless somehow found cute Hiccup's reaction, so his voice sounded a bit tender even.

Hiccup watched as Toothless effortlessly took care of the whole luggage by himself.

- You're really strong – the brown-haired boy was amazed.

- It's… part of the job, I guess.

- Then I guess Hotel Nordic only hires super-bellboys. Starkard put his weights in there. How, on Odin's name, can you move that on your own?

- Alright, I'm strong. That doesn't mean anything – there was a nervous and uncomfortable expression painted in Toothless' face.

- It means a lot to me – revealed Hiccup.

- What would it mean?

- There's more about you than you let others see.

Both boys stood amidst the hallway staring at each other for entire minutes. Toothless' breathing was heavy, but he didn't have the time to lose his nerve, even when Hiccup's words were such an evident indicative that he was learning too much in way too short time.

Maybe Toothless was imagining things, driven by his anxiety and fear. Maybe Hiccup had no idea and he was collapsing over mere coincidences.

So the bellboy broke the eye contact and headed towards room 512, opened with his master key-card and entered, hoping that by watching this, the other boy would understand that job was a valid excuse to postpone such conversations. Hiccup followed him inside the suite anyways.

At the beginning, the brown-haired boy contented himself with contemplation, his eyes following each and every movement of Toothless'. He liked the way Toothless moved, so elegant, agile and yet strong, like a cat. And though he couldn't see it, he heard the silver-dragon necklace clinging against the bellboy uniform's buttons. Hiccup wondered if Toothless ever removed that collar from his neck, and if not, why was it so important to him. Maybe it helped him remember something important, maybe it was an amulet that helped him feel protected. Why would dragons mean so much for Toothless?

And again, there he was, singing "Stick & stones" to himself as he distractedly made sure everything in the room was ready to receive the client.

Hiccup then realized about the similarities.

He realized about the coincidences.

He realized about _everything_.

.
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Toothless didn't seem aware of the thoughts invading Hiccup's mind, not until the smaller boy took a step forward and called him in loud voice.

- Why did you kiss me? – Hiccup demanded to know.

Toothless startled; then fixed his eyes at Hiccup's silhouette.

- How could I've kissed you when I didn't even go to the Ball? – he stated - A dragon kissed a viking, that barely has a thing to do with us.

- What?! – Hiccup feared his heart might just stop beating all of a sudden, and an incontrollable rage boiled inside of him - Are you just… denying everything? Pretend it never happened?

- It should've never happened in the first place! – Toothless yelled, clearly losing his cool nerve - Hiccup, you don't understand…

- I understand that you are the most selfish, ungrateful, silly- - -!

- Hey, hey, stop it. No need to insult me…

- I'm not stopping! – indeed Hiccup wasn't going to, there were too many emotions exploding inside of him for that to happen. After all the courage he had to gather to talk about this specific subject he wasn't just going to drop it - After all I did for you in the forest these past two weeks? I healed your injuries, I fed you! I kept you company, I kept your secret…!

- Wha-what are you talking about? – Toothless' face blenched.

- Stop pretending, Toothless – Hiccup's voice was now more even, but his anger could still be read in his eyes -. I know you are that dragon, the black Night Fury.

Toothless fell the world was coming to an end. His vision went blurry and his legs trembled; before he knew he had already fallen to his knees, pale as dead. "This is not happening" he thought, again and again, trying to sound convincing enough…

Alarmed and scared, Hiccup kneeled beside Toothless; desperately needing to make sure the black-haired guy was all right, his hand resting on the red-dressed tense shoulder.

- How did you discover it? – Toothless murmured, not daring to look into Hiccup's eyes just yet.

- Well, now is not so hard to figure out – Hiccup did his best for his voice to sound solacing and innocent -. You didn't go to school for the week I took care of the dragon, and out of the blue you know all the songs I sang to him… And… the kiss – at this point, Toothless' gaze met Hiccup's -. When you kissed me I felt the same… electric shiver that I felt when I first touched the Night Fury.

- Aren't you afraid?

- Why would I? – replied a surprised Hiccup.

- …I'm a _beast_… – Toothless whispered, his green eyes shining with a spark of caution and dread, the same look the wounded dragon had in the forest.

- You're many things, Toothless, but a monster is not one of them. I'm not afraid – Hiccup had never been sincerest in his whole life -. I'm just sad you didn't trust me. You knew I knew, right? That's why you thanked me yesterday.

- I knew you were keeping a secret about a dragon. I had no idea you knew that dragon was _me_ – it was almost a miracle that Toothless didn't stutter saying that.

- I just figured it out, seriously – Hiccup smiled -. Your strength kinda helped. But don't worry, I'm not telling anyone, I swear…

Gulping to his discomfort, Toothless abruptly stood up and turned his back at Hiccup.

- Get out – he hissed.

- What?!

- You heard me: get away from me!

- _What?!_ – Hiccup stood as well - You kissed me and now you want to push me away? ?

- Just forget about the kiss, forget about the dragon and don't talk to me again. Ok? You'll be better off – Toothless waved his hand as if shoving Hiccup; never touched him nonetheless.

- Don't you dare to think you know what's best for me…!

- Don't you get it? Hiccup, you have no idea what you're running into! – Toothless turned around and grabbed the boy by the shoulders, letting the desperation in his face be completely transparent to him now that their faces were only inches apart - Just forget this ever happened and leave me alone!

- I'm not going to! – as Hiccup screamed this he placed his hands firmly around Toothless' wrists, determined to hold him for as long as necessary.

Toothless loosened his grip on Hiccup's clothing, though didn't let him go.

- Oh, damn… You really like me.

- _What?_ No, I don't – Hiccup's reply was too fast and high-pitched to have any credibility. One single hiccup escaped his mouth.

- You're crazy about me – Toothless finally realized, wide-eyed and his cheeks turning a slightly shade of pink -. Come on! I'm half an animal, I smelt your pheromones since the moment you stepped into the lobby. I can smell you now! – with those words Hiccup had no option but to blink clueless and blush mercilessly - And you know what the worst part is? – Toothless proceeded - That I like you as well… I've been thinking about you since the chemistry project, when you sent me that letter. In the forest I knew it was you for your scent, since before I opened my eyes. As soon as I could fly again I returned to school, but I'd hurry every day after class to make it to the clearing before you arrived and wait for you… The day you didn't find the black dragon in the woods I was in detention. Sorry 'bout that…

- So… you are… saying me that…

- I'm half dragon and I like you, Hiccup – Toothless had never been this direct in his life. He didn't comprehend why he'd decided to just blurt things out like that to Hiccup, but he was glad he did, though.

- How is that even possible? – Hiccup looked away, overwhelmed.

- Well… I was born like this, I can change my shape at will- - -

- No, I mean… – Hiccup had this lovely fragile expression dancing on his face. He'd never looked cuter in Toothless' eyes - How can anyone fall for someone like _me_?

- There's much more about you than you let others see – Toothless smiled -. And you let me see it, Hiccup. How could I not fall for you?

And then, softly and unbelievably tender, Toothless leaned in and pressed his lips against Hiccup's for the second time.

.

Hiccup surrendered completely to Toothless' kiss, letting his mind drift in happiness and his body be warmly embraced…

- Is everything ready up here? – said Starkard as he walked through the door and into the suite.

Hiccup blinked, terrified: his father's best friend was standing right in front of him, and he had for sure witnessed the shows of affection he and the bellboy had shared. He turned over his heels praying that he could think of a smart enough excuse before his treacherous hiccups gave him away.

- What's wrong with you boy? – asked Starkard, puzzled - Saw a ghost?

Noticing that Starkard talked to him unaware of anything, Hiccup took a look around and saw Toothless standing at the farthest corner of the room, as if he'd never been close to him. When the black-haired bellboy winked at him, Hiccup understood that Toothless was not only strong but also very fast and had just saved him from the humiliation of his life.

The Haddock boy sighed, utterly relieved.

- Stoick's waiting for you at the lobby. You're leaving already.

- Oh, right. I'm going, then – Hiccup walked out of the room and headed to the elevator.

- Thanks, lad. Here's your tip – Starkard said to Toothless.

Closing his fist around the coins, Toothless left the suite and hurried after Hiccup.

Once alone in the elevator, they couldn't help but look at each other and burst out laughing after half a second.

- I thought he'd seen us – said Hiccup.

- He almost does. I didn't hear him till he was at the door – Toothless laughed harder.

- That was close.

- Indeed.

As they approached to the first floor their laughter extinguished. A shy and awkward feeling flooded the air surrounding them.

- Can I see you tomorrow? – Toothless inquired.

- I… I'd like that… – Hiccup smiled shyly.

- At the clearing? – he proposed.

- Uhm… Do you mind if is somewhere in the city? I don't think I can sneak to the forest in a while. You know, my father…

- Can I visit you?

Hiccup wished he could answer yes to that question, but he couldn't.

- Well, actually… my father…

- Oh, I get it. Don't worry – Toothless seemed a bit disillusioned, but he didn't insist knowing it could get Hiccup in trouble.

- I want to see you tomorrow! – Hiccup assured -. Only… not where my father can see us. He… he still tries to cope with the fact that I'll never be a fighter like him. Knowing this would certainly give him a heart attack. I'm still shocked myself…

- He doesn't have to know – Toothless grinned -. Would you like to see a movie? Take a walk down the main avenue?

- I'd love to. See you here at two o'clock?

- It's a date then – decreed Toothless with the most charming gesture ever.

The elevator arrived at the first floor and Hiccup headed to the lobby, waving his hand at Toothless to say goodbye.

Odin, he would have a lot to catch up with Fishlegs next monday.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note: <strong>_I'm so corny... I remember the day this chapter was born. I was grinning like an idiot while writing.

I should be glad week is over. This week has been... quite eventful... and awkward... I guess. I wish I could just get things off my head. Let's hope Toothcup love washes everything away. And if that doesn't work, BunnyFrost is trying to take over a bit, and the teaser for Sherlock Series 3! ! OMG! I just hope they don't kill my Johnlock!

And I guess I should kind of warn that there'll be an unhealthy amount of Toothcup love from this chapter on (just in case is not obvious already), and as that happens the plot will slowly develop until... Bam! Epicness and secrets and heroism unleashes! - - - Squiiirreeeeel! What did I tell you about teasers? Get a hold of your tongue, boy!
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Yuki Usagi-Nyan, ToshiroWolf, DragonDude23, PrincessOfTheNight01,

HBluesHeart, RCRC36, gome4, Guest.
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Atkiak, Yuki Usagi-Nyan, ToshiroWolf... really the best? Oh, gods... You make me feel so... honored and special... My eyes are glowing, I swear. Thanks so much!

HBluesHeart... I also wish we could watch it together. We have a year to plan it, you know? ;-P
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_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_


	6. Unspoken

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.
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**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Note:**_ So I watched "Turbo" today and my love for everything "Dreamworks" related is renewed beyond imagination. They're the best of animation, undoubtedly! ^^

And coming back to business, here is chapter six, and I can tell that Hiccup and Toothless' first date will give you something nice and fluffy to fangirl about. Or at least so I hope. But I also want to tell you that, though this fic and chapter are Toothcup centered, there'll be a fair participation of other characters. Now you'll get to know my take on some of those characters. I hope you like them. ;-)

Now go: Read, enjoy, and (please, please, please) review! ! !

Just in case you haven't noticed, I'm a review-addicted. Your words will totally make my day!

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 6: Unspoken.**

**.**

**.**

Thank Odin that now Starkard was in town Stoick had a great reason to spend the whole sunday at the gym training and remembering glorious old days on the ring. So Hiccup enjoyed a house alone and had no trouble to dress up and ready to meet Toothless. Well, that's actually a shameless lie: Hiccup spent two hours trying to decide what to wear that made him look… well, less geeky and more attractive, if that was possible. So far, as Hiccup left his house running to make it to Hotel Nordic on time, such a mission wasn't something he could accomplish.

He felt skinny and so ordinary… How was it he managed to catch Toothless' eye? As he wondered this he kept rushing, anxious to arrive at his destination.

He had never hurried so much to go anywhere; not when he was supposed to meet Fishlegs or some of his nerd friends, not when he had secretly dated Astrid. He just desperately needed to see Toothless, to be with him and hear that grave yet musical voice whispering to him as he had the prior day. "I'm half dragon and _I like you_…"

And somehow Hiccup arrived early and waited for his _date_ at Hotel Nordic's entrance.

At two o' clock exactly Toothless showed up, wearing black jeans, a dark blue shirt, black sneakers and his inseparable black leather jacket. His hair was a perfect mess surrounding his bright green eyes. And he hid his hands within his pockets.

Hiccup tried to get a hold of himself, but he couldn't help smiling like a fool and blushing at the sight of the other boy. Toothless looked really good… Well, to be honest, he always looked awesome. He was quite popular between the female population of BHS, but no one ever dared going near him because his apparent personality was the opposite of "appealing". Hiccup then considered himself the most fortunate guy on earth, because he was allowed to pierce into Toothless' armor and know him for who he really was.

He beckoned Toothless, waving his hand enthusiastically.

- Hi – he said, softly.

- Hi – Toothless responded, huge grin lighting up his face.

Suddenly, the black-haired guy cocked his head to the left, narrowing his eyes in a confused expression. Hiccup didn't understand the other boy's reaction until he saw Toothless' nose twitch.

- You spent quite a lot of time dressing for this, didn't you? – he questioned.

Hiccup froze in the spot. When he was beginning to think about denying the whole deal, Toothless added:

- You wearing cologne?

- Nope – Hiccup bit his lips, trying to control his nervousness.

- You don't smell the same. I think you are – Toothless' expression was filled with amusement.

He raised an eyebrow as he carefully studied Hiccup's jeans, his green sweater and the gray suit that gave an intellectual and elegant touch to his usually careless and invisible appearance. He even combed his hair back for Odin's sake!

- Well, maybe I wanted to look more… attractive? – the brown-haired boy gave in.

- You do – smiled Toothless, his face reddening a bit. He approached Hiccup slowly as he spoke -. But you don't have to try so hard, I like you just the way you are.

And as he said this Toothless ruffled Hiccup's hair and ruined half an hour of efforts before the mirror, but Hiccup didn't care.

- What did you just…? – he whispered, disbelief, hope and embarrassment making an overwhelming mixture in his facial expression.

- What is it? Did I do anything wrong? – Toothless immediately worried, removing his hands quickly from the brown hair.

Hiccup shook his head in negation, feeling somewhat silly.

- No, no, you didn't… I mean… I'm just really happy to see you – and this said Hiccup took a step forward and hugged Toothless all heartedly, wrapping his arms around his torso with all his strength, determined not to let him go for at least five minutes.

Toothless didn't say anything; he soon realized he didn't have to in that very moment, so he simply responded the hug sheepishly, trying to decipher what exactly had he done that turned the other boy so sentimental out of the blue. He hoped it wasn't anything bad, because if making Hiccup feel vulnerable in any way was the manner to get a public hug Toothless would feel incredibly guilty about wanting one.

When Hiccup broke the hug apart he dedicated a reassuring smile to Toothless, as if saying without words that he was alright and now they could go on with whatever activities Toothless had organized for that day.

- Well… – Toothless started speaking, doing his best to regain normality and sound funny - We should go now. I fear my boss might see me and wants to drag me into the work; today I didn't bring my red uniform along.

- Yeah, let's go before they need super-bellboy in the scene – Hiccup chuckled.

- Though they probably wouldn't recognize me. You know, dark as I look now.

- They would. If you want to hide you'd have to cover those eyes first – Hiccup mumbled, lifting his hand till his fingers were playing with the strands of black hair hanging on Toothless' forehead. They were still too close -… They're unmistakable…

And there came an awkward moment where both of them could think of nothing but the two times they've kissed. As they stared at each other in bafflement Toothless unconsciously leaned in, closing the gap between their faces, but before he could touch Hiccup's lips the other boy looked away, red as a tomato.

Toothless delayed half a second to remember how worried Hiccup was about being… public. If seen _together_, being Berk the small town it was, the news would for sure reach Stoick's ears before they were even done kissing, and Hiccup's life would be over.

Toothless stepped back, straightening himself and clearing his throat.

- So… wanna go the movies?

- As long as is not a horror film – Hiccup tried to joke. Luckily his treacherous hiccoughing didn't actually betray him right then.

The taller guy didn't mention it as he returned his hands back into his pockets, but he would gladly and mischievously trick Hiccup into watching horror movies if that meant he could be the one he'd hold onto when scared. Gosh, Toothless had met this boy for two casual months at school (and two intimate weeks at the forest, though they didn't really count because that was time between Hiccup and the black dragon… or did they?), why was he feeling so attached to him? Why did he need to touch him so much?

Toothless couldn't explain it, nor did he want to, being with Hiccup simply felt right, as if he had been destined to encounter him from the very beginning. He felt… fascinated, intrigued, captivated by the Haddock boy. And though it was a bit overwhelming, maybe overwhelming enough to frighten and run away, he wanted to stay and figure out why Hiccup had such magnetism to him.

As Toothless thought all of this, he wouldn't take his eyes off Hiccup, walking by his side with a cute blush shading his face. Apparently, Hiccup was having similar thoughts.

Finally they arrived at the cinema, and at mere sight they were only two pals hanging out and having a normal time. Which was good, considering how many of the cinema's employees were also students from BHS.

Since they had no idea what the movies were about, they literally dropped a coin to pick one, and after buying their tickets (each one paid his own) headed towards the snacks, hypnotized by the smell of popcorn.

- I should've stolen some of my father's supplies – Hiccup regretted, the overpriced snacks killing his appetite.

- Let me buy something for you – said Toothless.

- No way. This is theft! I wouldn't let you.

- Oh, come on! I work so I can spend my money on the things I care for – he insisted.

- I'll stick to the "care" part and completely ignore the fact that you included me in your "things" category – Hiccup pouted involuntarily.

- On what I care for – corrected Toothless. The pouty gesture didn't leave Hiccup's face -. _Whom_ I care for.

Now Hiccup flushed intensely, his olive green eyes wide open. Toothless smiled…

And the girl behind the snack-bar cleared her throat noisily and uncomfortably.

- Are you buying…? – she clearly did her best for not to add an aggressive "or what?".

- Yes, we are – growled Toothless -. Give him whatever he wants – he pointed at Hiccup -, I'll pay.

- Toothless, really, you don't have to…

- Fine, I'll choose too. Give us combo 2 – the black-haired boy said.

Hiccup surrendered and accepted the fact that he would stuff himself with popcorn and chocolate during the movie.

.

.

- Is that Toothless Night? – asked an open-mouthed Astrid.

- Toothless? Where? – joined her Ruffnut - I see no one.

- I thought I'd seen him… – though now Astrid wasn't very sure, maybe her mind was playing tricks on her - What's he doing here? I've never seen him out of the school before. Have you?

- No, I wish. Oh, Toothless – sighed Ruffnut in a husky voice -. Too hot, too sour… Such a sad combination – she said with so much drama -. You think he came alone?

- Well, he must have. He doesn't have any friends as far as I know.

- You think he'll want some company? – added Ruffnut, raising her eyebrows in a flirty way.

Astrid frowned, only to dissimulate the giggle that wanted to come out of her mouth.

- Not from you, I can bet – she said in an amused tone.

- You killjoy! – cried Ruffnut, standing up from the coffee table and walking away a couple steps.

- Where you going? I was joking! – Astrid tried to apologize, thinking she had somehow really offended Ruffnut for the first time ever.

Ruffnut turned around with a smirk on her face, revealing that she was only messing her best friend up. Astrid rolled her eyes, and then crossed her arms as she waited for a response. Ruffnut sat beside her once again.

- I'm goin' to find out if that's actually Toothless – she said -. Now you've made me curious. At the cinema on a sunday? – Ruffnut leaned in and whispered to Astrid's ear in a secretive gesture - I doubt he'd come alone. Bet he's got a date and I want to know against whose face I'm strikin' my racquet tomorrow.

- You can't be serious… You really like him? – Astrid was utterly surprised.

- Not much – Ruffnut shrugged, making her friend laugh.

- Good, I was beginning to worry 'bout you.

- You know I only like any good excuse to throw my racquet at someone – Ruffnut grinned -. And Toothless is a good one, apparently. Who you think is his date?

- Still curious? – Astrid couldn't believe how stubborn her friend was sometimes.

- Yeah. I bet's Snaketongue, tough would be his type, right?

- Snaketongue isn't tough. She speaks like a sailor; she wouldn't fight as one.

- Ok, so not Snaketongue – Ruffnut closed her eyes and crossed her fingers, praying to herself -. Please, please, make her that stupid diamond bit- - -

- Toothless wouldn't date "Diamond" Hallow! – protested Astrid, punching her friend on the shoulder - I don't know him but I can so tell she's _not_ his type. You just want an excuse to take it against her.

- She broke my brother's heart! And I can't punch her dollar-face for that because Tuffnut would sooo find out I care 'bout him! – complained Ruffnut in a pouty voice.

- Of course you care about him: he's your twin.

- And that's a twin's job: make the other believe you don't care at all! !

- Oh, Ruff, you're the worst – Astrid chuckled.

Ruffnut joined Astrid's amusement; yet only a minute later she drew a devilish smirk and said:

- And you know what'll make me worse? Spyin' Toothless Night.

- Now you _can't_ be serious – all laughter died off Astrid's face then.

- Watch me – she replied, shamelessly, and she stood up heading to the direction where Astrid had seen Toothless.

- All right, I'll come along.

Astrid had to make sure Ruffnut wasn't going to unleash some sort of conflict of epic proportions if she indeed found Dean "Toothless" Night and his date. She and Ruffnut searched with the hopes of catching any glimpse of him, and Astrid did catch one, although it wasn't exactly Toothless the one she saw.

She gasped in disbelief and covered her mouth with her hands.

- What? _What?_ Saw him? – inquired Ruffnut.

- No… I… I… Err… I remembered I must be home early…

- You serious? – Ruffnut's raised eyebrow almost touched the line of her hair, her face twisted in her best what-the-F look.

- Yeah… I am… – insisted Astrid. She looked truly nervous - Sorry… We can go out tomorrow. I have to buy a new ball.

- Great – that perspective seemed to calm Ruffnut, and she decided to let her friend go without an interrogatory… for now -. I gotta buy a new racquet. Mine is, you know… not in its best shape.

- Might that be 'cause you keep hitting Tuffnut with it? – Astrid joked along.

- Naah, he deserves it… Most of the times.

- And when he doesn't?

- In the rare case he doesn't… Naah, I do it anyways – Ruffnut shrugged -, just for the fun. Is a sacrifice my racquet is always willin' to make.

.

.

The cloudy afternoon was melting into a dark dusk, and Hiccup and Toothless still wandered down the main avenue, an ice cream in Hiccup's hands (because he had this weird taste for cold desserts on cold weather and hot drinks on warm weather) and a boiling cappuccino in Toothless'.

- You'll burn your mouth drinking that, I swear – said a smiley Hiccup, watching the cloud of steam emanating from Toothless' coffee.

- I could put my hands in the fire, and I wouldn't burn – he replied.

Nonetheless, right after saying that, Toothless' smile vanished from his face and his voice gained a lot of seriousness. They haven't talked about _that_ in the whole day, but perhaps it was about time, even though their relaxed and trivial conversations so far were enjoyable beyond imagination.

- You mean it? – asked Hiccup, surprised to be discussing that subject. He honestly thought that Toothless would want to wait for their relationship to strengthen before confessing every detail about his draconian identity.

- I don't know if you've seen me doing it… but… I breathe fire – Toothless muttered, so low that Hiccup had to drastically shorten the distance between their faces in order to listen.

- I saw the dragon spit a plasma blast…

- Plasma blast? You make it sound so fancy – said Toothless, a shade of remorse transforming his expression -. Most people would think it's a hideous threat.

- I think is fascinating… You are fascinating – Hiccup grabbed Toothless wrist forcing him to a stop.

They locked their gazes on each other with the intensity of lightning.

- I don't understand why you aren't afraid of me – insisted Toothless. Hiccup smiled.

- Good, now we're even. I'm still working in understanding why you asked _me_ out.

Toothless couldn't help but laugh warmly before Hiccup's words. He raised his left hand and affectionately caressed Hiccup's cheek, making him shiver.

- Do you want to know what was it? Today at Hotel Nordic? – muttered Hiccup. Toothless nodded in an encouraging way - You said you like me the way I am… You're the first person to ever tell me that.

- I'm not even a _person_, Hiccup – disagreed Toothless, eaten by guilt and shame.

- And why does it matter? Toothless, you don't understand: since I can remember everybody has wanted me to be different, except you…

- I wouldn't change a thing about you.

- Neither would I – Hiccup declared -. And that includes the part about "not being" a person. Understood?

Toothless licked his lips and moved his gaze from Hiccup's eyes to his lips. He so wanted to kiss this boy right here right now. But the sound of steps and laughter and music, of the crowd around them, reminded him that they were in a public place, and composure was to be kept. He continued walking instead and invited Hiccup to do the same with a slight movement of his head.

- One day I'll tell you… I'll show you everything – Toothless promised.

- It doesn't have to be today. I mean… there's a lot of dates to come, right?

Toothless grinned in response.

- There's something I've wanted to do all day, though is way too public… Do you mind? – the taller guy murmured as he moved his hand in advance to seize Hiccup's.

- Shut up and drink your coffee – commanded Hiccup, cheeks bright red, his fingers now intertwined with Toothless'.

They held hands until the moment came to say goodbye (with a kiss on the cheek, because you can never be too cautious; now that things seemed to be getting more serious all the "being public" issue also weighed on Toothless' shoulders).

.

Once back at home Hiccup lied to his father saying that he'd been out with Fishlegs all day at the comic store and the arcade, and if not for his quite elegant appearance, Stoick might have believed him. Even so, the head of the Haddock family didn't mention anything about the oddities in Hiccup's evident excuse.

That night Hiccup slept peacefully, and his dreams narrated epic stories where a black-armored warrior rode a black dragon and saved a whole kingdom from destruction and death, aided by a young wizard in green robes who seemed to share much more than a friendship with the hero. Queer yet epic, by far the best dream of Hiccup till now.

Thanks to that, the next morning at school he was cheerful and hyperactive, and not even missing the bus and having to walk to BHS dampened his spirit in the very least. It was frankly strange.

- Are you alright Hiccup? – wondered Fishlegs, taken aback a bit from the enthusiastic attitude of his best friend. How can anyone be happy on mondays?

- Yes, of course. Why wouldn't I? Halloween's eve is the best time of the year!

- On saturday morning you seemed to have a totally different opinion… – to be honest, Fishlegs realized that he was missing an important part in this puzzle.

- I had a good weekend – was Hiccup's simple and blissful answer.

- Really?

- A great weekend.

Fishlegs watched Hiccup unexplainably blush, and the hole in his mental puzzle grew bigger. What exactly was going on? Hiccup was totally grumpy and tired that saturday morning, and now he acted as if life were beautiful and the sun shone every morning (which was a huge lie in Berk). Well, the best he could do was moving on, Hiccup would tell him in time, and he also spent a great weekend himself.

- Me too. Aura's the most amazing girl I've ever met! We have so much fun together! – Fishlegs said - I can't believe she's been here for a year and we hadn't met.

Aware of his friend's excitement, Hiccup focused on Fishleg's words and pushed his own weekend story to the back of his head, until it was his moment to speak.

- You said she's a mathlete, and don't feel offended or something, buddy, but you aren't exactly a math genius – Hiccup opinioned, comprehensive.

- Not my best subject, sadly. I wish I were a mathlete, though, that way I'd have met her earlier. She's just so wonderful! May be too soon to talk about it, but I already know whom I'll be taking to prom next year.

- Fishlegs, that's awesome news!

- I know! ! – he squealed in a very geeky way -. I can't believe I'm already looking forward to prom night. Now we must find someone for you and we're ready for it…

- Now that you mention, you know, prom and meeting people… – Hiccup released a silly and nervous laughter - There's something I have to tell you.

- Ready to confess the details about your weekend? – since Fishlegs looked so unimpressed by those words the Haddock boy felt suspicious about the true nature of the whole "prom" issue.

- You have to promise you'll keep it secret – Hiccup turned deathly serious from one second to the other.

- Wow, if you're actually asking me to promise it means is something huge.

- This may change forever the way you see me. I'm afraid it could ruin our friendship – Hiccup warned -, but I _must_ tell you…

- Hiccup, you're scaring me – Fishlegs gulped, truly troubled -. What is it? Are you joining the Vikings? You went to trials and didn't tell me? How could you do this to me?! Hiccup, you promised we'd be nerds together and we'd survive high school together and- - -!

- No! It's not that, I'm not a Viking. Let me speak!

- Sorry, I panicked – Fishlegs scratched the back of his head, embarrassed for his previous and terrified outburst.

Hiccup patted his best friend's arm slightly in a calming gesture, drawing a short-lived smile on his face. Later he had to breathe in deeply and gather the courage required to do what he was about to do. He tried to be fast and direct, the sooner the better.

- I had a date yesterday – Hiccup confessed, biting his lips in a shy yet proud gesture.

- A _date_? – Fishlegs frowned, confused. So his suspicions were actually correct?

- And I think we'll get pretty serious: we've kissed.

- Wow… So you and Astrid- - -?

- Is not Astrid – Hiccup quickly interrupted.

- Then who? – now Fishlegs was seriously puzzled.

- I can't tell you that, Fishlegs. You see… I don't want anyone to know and he's ok with keeping it secret because deep inside he doesn't want to come out either, but I didn't ask him if I could share it with you…

- _He?_

Hiccup nodded, nervously, fearing Fishlegs' reaction.

- But… I thought you liked Astrid… – he mumbled.

- Me too… till I met him – sort of explained Hiccup -. Listen, I don't understand how it happened, it just… happened.

- And are you happy with it? – Fishlegs wondered, somewhat uncomfortable.

- I'm… anxious, I guess, being all this a new experience and everything…

- Are you happy with _him_? – Fishlegs insisted, specifying better this time.

For a second Hiccup ran out of words and didn't know what to answer. Was he? Well, being with the dragon had been the best adventure of his life, and when Toothless kissed him he completely forgot about the world; and when they held hands the warmth climbed up his arms till settling in his chest… Odin, he was such a schoolgirl in love!

- Yeah, I like him a lot – he said, feeling absolutely sure of his words.

- Then I'm happy for you! – exclaimed Fishlegs at once.

Hiccup blinked, shocked indeed.

- Aren't you freaked out?

- Why? You're dating a boy, so what? – Fishlegs still looked so unimpressed - I've been in love with videogame girls for years and you've never made fun of me.

- They're pretty and strong girls – Hiccup smiled, relieved enough to joke a bit -. And I guess he's a pretty and strong boy… Odin, if you ever talk to him please don't tell him I said that - he then chuckled.

- Ok – Fishlegs smiled -. But will I know who he is?

- Maybe. Are you sure you aren't freaked out the most?

- Hiccup, you don't choose who will make you feel that way, it just happens. I'm ok with anyone you like as long as I see you happy, you're my best friend. Of course if it were Aura the person in question… _that_ would really freak me out.

- You are the best friend ever. Did you know that?

- No… Thanks.

They laughed amiably and continued their road towards the first class.

Then, something occurred that made Fishlegs fall into realization abruptly.

They were walking upstairs, heading to history class, when Toothless Night walked by them, shoving Hiccup slightly. The brown-haired boy almost stumbled downstairs, and as Fishlegs prepared to yell something in defense of his friend, he noticed how Hiccup wasn't upset at all. On the contrary, Hiccup was _red_. And when Toothless looked back to "find out" (lies! He knew it perfectly!) who he'd just bumped, he _winked_ a green eye at Hiccup before disappearing amidst the crowd. And Hiccup was even redder!

Now _that_ freaked Fishlegs out a little bit. Just a little bit.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note: <strong>_Yeah, there's a word in spanish to describe my vision of love: _"cursi"._ I guess it's translated as corny, but _"cursi"_ is so much more accurate.

And yeah, Astrid and Ruffnut are kinda cool, huh? Keep an eye on them because they're important, especially when Toothless- - -Nooo! Squirrel did it again! !

.

I have to make an announcement: this monday I'll start school again, after a year of troubles and doubts and nothingness... I'm beginning college. Yes, I'm terrified; I'm not the social type, but I suppose it's about time for me to reintegrate in society... And I bet you're wondering "what the hell does this have to do with me, the reader?". Well, I'm getting there. This is the reason why I'll slow down my updates. So far there's been a new chapter every week; well, now there'll be a new one every two weeks, to give me time so I can deal with my homework and stuff. I hope that's not a problem. Maybe when I get used to my new routine I'll find the time to write more and the weekly update will return.

.

This said, I'll move to the part where I show my gratitude to all of you! **Thanks**:

No No 22, Ethelred I. Echo, cynderthedragoness1, Hi Mr Whale,

Sesshykiss13, Miku Hatsune0102, LesserWraith,

PrincessOfTheNight01, tmntlover123456789, Heather Dehmer,

LadyLombax, Raccoon Loon, SweetTooth4Romance, Xyst.

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_


	7. Night Fury

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.

.

**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Note:**_ Yes! Finally update friday has come to me again! I missed it so much. Things are getting deadly, I swear, you know what it is like to know you're living a mistake to prevent someone you love from being blamed to death by others? It sucks. Life sucks, I wanna punch it. Babydoll, gimme that sword... (-_Sucker Punch_, fyeah-)

Now let's focus on what matters: Chapter seven! This is the chapter where I show you how much I love drama and complicated stories. This is only the beginning. Barely...

Now go, you know the routine: Read, enjoy, review! ! !

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 7: Night Fury.**

**.**

**.**

Of course, that sensation of weirdness didn't last long, for three weeks later Toothless and Hiccup had, in the eyes of the BHS's population, become friends thanks to Mrs. Cowell's insistence in pairing them up for every class and project, and Gobber's idea of picking them both to help him clean a bit after class.

They were the main gossip topic for two entire weeks, particularly the day when Toohtless stood beside Hiccup's table at the cafeteria, hands in his pockets, asking with actions instead of words if he could sit there. Since then Toothless had lunch with Hiccup, Fishlegs, Aura and other nerds, which gained the original inhabitants of that table quite a raise in their social status, because for some reason the mysterious and temperamental Toothless Night chose to sit with them.

These sudden but somehow coherent changes at school made some of the Vikings stand in alert, until one friday…

- Astrid… Hey, baby – pssted Snotlout.

- I've told you not to call me that! Do I have to give your face the shape of a basketball for you to understand? – she replied, annoyed.

- Wow, someone's in bad mood – mentioned a surprised Ruffnut.

- Didn't know it bothered you so much…

- Well, today it does. What do you want Snotlout? – Astrid growled.

- Hey, did basketball practice suck or why so cranky? – interfered Tuffnut.

- Think she woke up with the wrong foot – opinioned Ruffnut.

- Guys, shut it – ordered Astrid, edgier than ever, mimicking her words with her hands.

The twins frowned and dedicated their attention to family business and their respective puddings. Snotlout looked around to make sure Green Death wasn't there, and then gathered the courage to whisper into Astrid's ear:

- Please, Astrid… it's 'bout my cousin.

Astrid dropped her spoon and gazed at Snotlout completely shocked. The boy motioned with his head towards the cafeteria doors, making it clear that he wanted to talk outside. It must be important, because Snotlout never risks making his family bonds public (since Stoick and Spitelout were distant cousins themselves, the resemblance wasn't so obvious).

- I forgot something at my locker, accompany me pick it up, Snotlout – commanded Astrid, standing up and leading the march outside.

Snotlout followed her, but before leaving the cafeteria he glanced briefly at the farthest table, were his cousin and other nerds sat, in the privileged company of Toothless Night. He couldn't help but think that Toothless and his cousin were sitting way too close of each other…

Finally arriving at the desert hallway, Astrid turned around and looked Snotlout right in the eye.

- What's with Hiccup? – she said in low voice.

- I'm worried 'bout him.

- Because…? – she shook her hand in an encouraging way.

- 'Cause uncle Stoick asked me to keep an eye on him – Snotlout informed -. He's behaving… oddly these late days.

- Odd like he's going out a lot and nobody knows with whom?

- Exactly! I knew you'd be aware of everything – Snotlout sighed in relief, definitely Astrid was the one he must be talking to about this delicate subject, after all she'd dated Hiccup "secretly" (it was Snotlout's job to learn everything related to her since seventh grade) -. How you know 'bout it?

- My neighbor works at Hotel Nordic; she mentioned she'd seen Hiccup quite often… and never alone. According to her, Toothless Night works there and Hiccup visits him a lot during his spare time.

- _What…?!_ Damn! It's true?

- Don't pretend to be surprised, you obviously were suspicious about them – Astrid crossed her arms -. And yes, I'm afraid it's true. I saw them myself about a month ago: they were together at the cinema. Now tell me what the real reason you're worried about him is. I didn't just betray him for his father's paranoia.

Snotlout did his best to keep the seriousness, even though now the only feeling inside of him was an uncomfortable mixture of disgust and blankness. His cousin was… really like… like that? Snotlout would have never imagined. Wasn't he the competition for Astrid's attentions a year ago? But he had to push such thoughts and focus on the real problem. If he didn't interfere in what was about to happen he might never even get the chance to actually ask his cousin about… anything.

Astrid frowned impatiently.

- So…?

- Well – Snotlout focused on the actual problem -, now that Toothless sits with Hiccup and his friends Green Death's been in a terrible mood. Heard him say he won't let the only one who's defied him drive away the fear of those who should fear him the most. I think he's planning to do something against Toothless…

- …And Hiccup could end up right in the middle of the crossfire now that he's involved with Toothless – understood Astrid, suddenly feeling as hopeless as Snotlout -. Green Death knows about them?

- Hell no! They wouldn't be alive now if he did. But he's forcing people into telling him everything they know about Toothless. I fear Green Death might find out and try to reach him through Hiccup.

- We should warn him… – suggested the girl at once; her face went pale.

- How? If I warn him he'll know I know about them… Damn! Why? Why is Hiccup so stupid? I mean… _Toothless?_ He's a _boy_! It's _gross_!

- Too much of a hope to believe you'd be mature enough to just accept it, right? – for a second Astrid forgot her anxiety long enough to roll her eyes.

Snotlout couldn't focus anymore.

- They're both _boys_! – he complained - It's _gross_ and _weird_ as _hell_…!

- Can we go back to the moment when you were worried about your family and I was feeling a bit of respect for you?

.

.

Unfortunately, it was too late for Snotlout or Astrid to do anything in order to help Hiccup. Only seconds after they left the cafeteria, Green Death walked in, huge, muscular and lethal as usual. Immediately the whole place went silent, for the aura emanating from the giant quarterback was a pulsing threat hanging upon their heads.

- He's looking in our direction – moaned Aura, tugging Fishlegs' shirt.

- Let's get out of here – he proposed to Hiccup and Toothless.

The others had already escaped; they knew it wasn't them who Green Death wanted.

- No – Toothless refused, determination filling his voice -. I can handle him.

- Toothless… – Hiccup tried to interfere, but the black-haired boy looked at him with the eyes of a dragon, and that's when Hiccup knew he wouldn't change his mind.

Slowly, Toothless stood up, letting go of Hiccup's hand when doing so (they held hands a lot under the table, and so far no one had noticed). He stayed there, in all his height, and waited for Green Death to approach. Every observer around them tried to decide whether Toothless was incredibly brave or simply incredibly stupid.

Now Green Death and Toothless were face to face, and though the Viking quarterback was at least thirteen centimeters taller Toothless looked fierce and defying, and intimidated as much as him.

And to make things tenser, Toothless was the first to speak.

- Lack some manners, don't we? – he said through gritted teeth -. All the people here were enjoying their meals till you showed your _disgusting_ face up.

In that moment you could hear a needle touch the floor.

- Let's get him! – shouted one of the bullies (Dagur, Green Death's right hand) stepping forward to reach Toothless.

Green Death didn't even look at him, he simply moved his elbow backwards and the next second his supposed "friend" was bearing a bleeding mouth.

- He's mine – Green Death growled. Then focused his murderous eyes on Toothless, who remained immune to his bullying looks -. I'll give you one last chance, _freak_: an initiation rite. Punch the teeth out of the mouth of this looser you've been sitting with, and I'll let you become one of us.

Had he listened right? Did Green Death invite him to join the Viking club without the common requisite of being part of a sport team? Quite a generous offer, everyone could see that, but the bully had made one terrible mistake when pronouncing it: he had pointed at Hiccup when saying "looser".

Toothless' gaze flew up and down as if thinking, but he ended up clicking his tongue and elegantly refusing.

- Sounds tempting, but no thanks. I got better offers.

Gasps of shock and astonishment flooded the cafeteria.

Green Death's face transformed into the mask of death itself.

- Idiot – he sentenced -. How about _this_ offer? Enjoy your last day: I'll be waiting for you when school's out.

This said, he turned around and left the cafeteria followed by his gang, including Dagur with his bleeding mouth. In the second he crossed the doors the place exploded in endless chatter. Ignoring the gossiping voices around him as best as he could, Toothless recovered his seat at the table and discretely intertwined fingers with Hiccup.

- Do you realize what you just did? – inquired Hiccup, scared.

- Ahm… I said "no" when he asked me to punch _you_? – Toothless didn't understand why Hiccup looked so upset, he even let go of his hand.

- Toothless, Green Death didn't earn his nickname for stomping on the grass. The last time he challenged someone to a fight the poor guy ended up in the hospital and had to leave Berk because he was too scared of him. That was two years ago, and the other guy was way older than Green Death.

- I can handle him- - -

- Toothless! – Hiccup moaned, the deepest anxiety drawing on his face.

The black-haired boy sighed.

- Fine, I won't fight him. I'll figure out a way to solve this… I'll accuse him.

- No one will believe you, he's the quarterback and the favorite of the principal and half the professors. Why do you think no one has accused him before? – Hiccup reproached.

- Well, someone has to stop him! – he exclaimed.

.

.

- …And that will not be you, Mr. Night – said Ms. Adams hours later, clearly satisfied -. I'm afraid you are failing today's P.E.'s examination. Take your ticket; I'll lead you to the principal's office myself.

Toothless stood up kicking the chair and followed Ms. Adams. The whole classroom watched him leave in utter silence, aware that it was all a set-up by Green Death to have him out of the game for a while. Of course Toothless didn't mean to scream and throw his book at Green Death's face in the middle of the class, he'd been provoked, and now he was being punished while Green Death was free to roam at large, as usual.

Knowing this everyone was afraid to go to P.E. class. Green Death was for sure up to something real cruel.

Hiccup felt certain of it as soon as he realized his sportive uniform had vanished from his locker.

- Fishlegs, have you seen my uniform? Was here seconds ago.

- What you mean is not here?

Hiccup shrugged, concerned; he and his best friend looked for it, but minutes passed by and Hiccup was still wearing only his boxers. The dressing rooms emptied gradually, until he, Fishlegs and Snotlout were the only ones in there.

- Get out of here – warned Snotlout, anxious as Hiccup had never seen him -. Tuffnut says Green Death is- - -

- Ingerman! Jorgenson! Haddock! – shouted the professor - What are you doing here? There's an exam out there! To class! Now!

- But… – Fishlegs tried to complain.

- Now! – Snotlout and Fishlegs had to run out of the dressing rooms, leaving half-naked Hiccup behind - What's with you Haddock?

- I can't find my uniform, sir…

- You have five minutes to make it to my class. There's an exam today! Hurry up Haddock!

Growing desperate, Hiccup got an all fours and studied carefully the floor under the benches, but it was to no avail.

- Looking for this? – the last voice Hiccup wanted to hear in that second echoed in the emptiness. Green Death came out of nowhere and cornered Hiccup against the lockers -. I was expecting to find a girlfriend or something, but a best friend will do. If Toothless doesn't want to show up and fight, you'll convince him.

Hiccup gulped as Green Death raised his fist to hit him. Somehow, miraculously, Hiccup managed to sneak beneath Green Death's arm and escaped the dressing rooms, running through BHS looking for someone who could help him. But classes had already started and he wouldn't find a soul wandering the hallways for at least one hour. And Green Death was after him, such an amount of time was a luxury Hiccup didn't have.

He could hear the heavy yet fast steps of the bully pursuing him, and Hiccup himself wasn't fast at all. Green Death would get him! If only he could…

- Toothless! ! ! – he shouted. But it was too late.

.

- Are you listening Mr. Night? – called the principal, angry.

Toothless studied his surrounding, his senses alert the most, focusing his eyes on the walls as if attempting to look through them. He… he'd heard Hiccup's voice…

- Did you hear anything? – he mumbled.

- No! Focus, Mr. Night, you're in serious trouble!

- I heard something – insisted Toothless, his heart beating faster and faster.

- That is quite a pitiful excuse; you will not escape your punishment, Mr. Night. Such a behavior is unacceptable! In Berk's High School we shall not tolerate aggression or fighting of any sort!

- Oh, really? – Toothless felt rage build inside of him. He stared at the principal with his green eyes filled with hate -. You seem to tolerate it just fine! After all pretending to be blind is so much easier than actually doing something about it!

- Enough Mr. Night! – the principal yelled - You earned a phone call to your house! Your parents will learn about this!

Toothless crossed his arms and leaned back on the chair, resigned.

- Go ahead. Do your call. I have no parents to answer the phone – he replied in a grim voice, his whole face sinking into shadows.

- Your tutors- - -!

- There's no one, sir, just me.

.

Fifty minutes later Toothless was free to leave the principal's office thanks to Mrs. Evans, who answered the phone and took full responsibility of him, and somehow convinced the principal to not suspend him and let him go back to classes.

Just as he left the office, however, he could tell at once something was wrong.

Green Death waited for him at the end of the hallway.

- A little bird said you were planning to escape our little meeting.

- Why would I waste my time fighting you when I already know how things will end? – said Toothless in a disdainful voice.

- Keep dreaming, dumbass. But you're gonna fight me. That's what your _friend_ said.

- Hiccup? – Toothless' soul sank down to his feet - What've you done to him?!

Green Death laughed, cruel and heartless. Toothless felt the weight on the world on his shoulders. Where was Hiccup? Was he alright?

- We can discuss it after school – the bully kept mocking with his hoarse dark laughter.

- Hiccup! !

Toothless didn't have time to listen to Green Death's self praising speech. He needed to find Hiccup… and if Green Death had hurt him… Toothless would never forgive him. He'd show no mercy!

He ran to an empty hallway and bent one knee, resting his hands on the floor, positioning himself as a crouching dragon. He needed to focus all of his senses on Hiccup: his unique scent, his voice, the soft and unmistakable noise of his feet against the floor. Everything about the brown-haired boy Toothless had it memorized, and now it was the chance to remember why he'd commissioned himself to that.

Hiccup's smell was faint there, but after a minute Toothless could identify the track and follow it, running towards the main hallway where a small and fearful crowd had congregated around one locker.

Something inside of Toothless burnt… Hiccup was locked in there!

- Get out of my way! – he yelled as he pushed people ruthlessly to reach the lockers.

He could hear Hiccup's exhausted breathing, the way his tired hands beat the door trying to force it open to no avail. He smelt the sweat, the fear… the blood… Toothless was about to lose control; he wanted to stick his claws through the metal and tear the door off its hinges to get Hiccup out of there, but he couldn't… He had to control himself, the itching sensation on his upper back showing up already, and that was always a bad sign…

- Hiccup! ! – he shouted, and he could sense that his voice somehow helped Hiccup regain some conscience. He'd been locked for an hour, wounded, lacking air… of course he was about to faint. "I must hurry" - None of you is doing anything to help him? – he reproached the observers, furious.

The crowd responded with dead silence.

Toothless was thinking of a manner to send everyone away so he could indeed destroy the door when Tuffnut Thorston, who had been sent by Green Death to make sure no professor discovered the bullying act and no student attempted to help him, pulled his racquet out of his bag and pitiably hit Toothless' leg with it.

Toothless looked back with rage and puzzlement on his face. What was this idiot doing?

- What you think you're doing? – Toothless gritted in a scary tone. Tuffnut gulped.

- I'm… givin' you an excuse to… take my racquet… and use it…

- What?

Tuffnut dedicated a meaningful glance towards the locker's padlock.

- It's worked before – he whispered, trying not to move his lips -. Fight me…

Then Toothless understood that someone was trying to help, in a subtle way that wouldn't cause so much trouble with Green Death. If he "fought" Tuffnut all the observers would get the message that, if anyone asked, they had to say that Toothless attacked, subdued and robbed Tuffnut (so Green Death remained mad only at him and him alone).

Toothless liked the plan enough to nod at Tuffnut and give him a symbolic punch on the stomach, to later place his hand on Tuffnut's face and push him, stealing the racquet from his hands. He then used the racquet as a lever to break the padlock and finally open the locker's door (which he did in two seconds, to everyone's amazement, but right now he didn't care to risk his dragon strength being discovered).

Hiccup collapsed half-naked, half-unconscious into Toothless' arms. His body was all bruised and cut and his face covered in blood, his left eye was black, and his left ankle was evidently twisted… or worse.

- Hiccup… – muttered Toothless, feeling heart-broken with guilt: he'd dragged him in all this - I'm so sorry…

- T-tooth- - -

- Shh, don't. Gather your strength, you're safe now – Toothless placed Hiccup carefully on the floor, leaning his head on the lockers; that was the most comfortable position he could be right now.

The observers looked now terrified, many witnessing the innate cruelness of Green Death for the first time, because one thing was sinking somebody's head in a toilet, but beating him into unconsciousness was a whole different matter.

- Call Snoutlout and this guy's best friend. And don't let _just any_ professor hear 'bout this – ordered Tuffnut to a random girl. She did immediately as commanded.

Hiccup coughed and spat blood, Toothless cleaned it with his hand and proceeded to remove his jacket and cover Hiccup with it. Boiling tears misted his eyes, but he didn't let them fall. Still, deep inside, he was crying: how did he allow this happen to Hiccup? It was his fault… it was all his fault…

- I see you already opened your present – came in Green Death, laughing.

No. It was all _his_ fault.

Toothless caressed Hiccup's forehead one last time before standing and walking slowly and menacingly towards Green Death. Blind fury making his whole face burn.

- Someone has to stop you – he snarled, closing his hands covered with Hiccup's blood into fists -… and that will be me. You _will regret_ this…

- Guys – commanded Green Death. His whole gang moved forward, like a human wall of muscle around the main bully.

But Toothless kept walking, closing the distance between him… and his victim.

Watching how the new guy showed no signs of fear, the sidekicks decided it was about time to give him a lesson, and readied to hit this guy as Green Death had done with his friend. But Toothless was a whole different matter when it came to fighting.

How did he manage to knock out five bullies in four seconds? He'd moved so fast that no one could tell with certainty what had happened. The gang's members felt a pulsing pain on the back of their necks, and dizziness kept them from standing and returning to the game. They were lucky, actually.

Green Death wouldn't share their luck.

Fast as lightning Toothless reached him and tackled him with all his might, and they rolled six meters over the floor. Green Death was strong, and heavy, and his fists were powerful… but no mortal would ever compare to the strength of a dragon, of a Night Fury.

Toothless punched him mercilessly again and again, feeling (and enjoying) the sensation of ribs cracking beneath his fists, a jaw being broken and teeth falling from their place. He didn't remember why he was beating this man to begin with. He was blood-blinded, fury bringing all of his lowest instincts to surface, and Green Death's screams did nothing but increasing his savage behavior.

"You'll pay for it, bastards… You will! ! For everything you've done to me… to him… to everyone! – he thought, completely lost -. I'll kill you! !"

- Someone stop him! – cried a random person.

But Toothless didn't hear nor did he care for their terror. This is what he should've done from the very beginning: killing everyone who dared to hurt him and those he loved, killing all those goddamned hunters. "Revenge! !"

- Toothless! ! – called the only voice in the world that could pull him back into reality. His hand froze in mid-air -. Toothless, stop, don't do it…

- Hiccup? – he murmured, watching absentmindedly Green Death's blood-covered face and broken nose.

- Toothless, let him go – he begged, his fragile figure holding firmly onto the stairs' banister so he could stand on his feet… foot.

- He deserves it – Toothless roared -. _They all deserve it! ! !_

- You don't. Please, Toothless, don't do this to yourself… to _us_. You'll regret it more than he will…

- Hiccup…

- Toothless, please…

The black void Toothless' mind had been submerged into disappeared, and he retreated, leaving Green Death severely injured lying on the blood-stained floor. Had he really done that? He stared at his hands… the black scales on his knuckles, his claws… He quickly crossed his arms, hiding his hands in his armpits… Now he knew it: he'd lost it…

He looked at Hiccup with a helpless expression, fearing he might find fear and repulsion in those olive-green eyes. He saw confusion, yes, but he also found comprehension, compassion… care. He headed in Hiccup's direction and hugged him deeply, restraining a bit after hearing Hiccup complaining lowly about his aching body. And Hiccup hugged him back, and hid his face in his neck.

Meanwhile the crowd had mustered again, this time twice larger, surrounding victimized Green Death. All they did was staring, but no one moved a single finger to aid him. Why would they? He'd tormented them for years, he'd enjoyed watching them live in fear… He didn't deserve their help. He deserved what he'd gotten.

- Who did it? – asked a late arrival.

- Toothless Night.

- He looked like a beast…

- He was furious…

- This was Night's fury…

- Yeah, that's it: Night Fury…

- He's Night Fury…

- Night Fury…

The new nickname went from mouth to ear to mouth, until all the witnesses were pronouncing it in a low voice.

Toothless didn't care at all, he was too busy zipping his jacket to wrap Hiccup's body and helping him limp away (at least he conserved his shoe on the right foot), but Hiccup was too weak to even do that.

And then…

- What has happened here? – came the principal, followed by Ms. Adams and professor Gobber - Is that Green Death? What happened to him?

- Who did this monstrosity? – shrieked Ms. Adams -. Whoever committed this act of vandalism must be expelled at once, Principal Sanders.

- And he will! Who has done this to my son?

Both Toothless and Hiccup froze in the spot, expecting for every look and hand to aim at the black-haired guy.

Amazingly, no one did such thing.

- He fell downstairs, all the way down – explained Tuffnut as he stepped forward, racquet in hand.

- He _fell_? – the principal couldn't believe it. But an athlete was the one saying it, and athletes didn't lie.

- Yeah, he was runnin' because… you know how much he hates bein' late for class… – some of the students sniggered as a response to Tuffnut's words, until the tennis male star glared at them and made them hold back their laughter -. So he was runnin' and stumbled at the stairs… and fell. He was runnin' fast, was a gross fall.

- Well, wouldn' be tha firs' one – intervened professor Gobber -. Tha mathletes two months ago… Mr. Ingerman a' tha beginnin' o' tha year… Tha stairs're deathly, principal Sanders.

- Is that what really happened? – the principal questioned Green Death's sidekicks, who were now a part of the growing crowd.

They exchanged looks with each other, glanced briefly at Toothless, standing by the end of the stairs, and nodded copiously.

- Yeah, Green Death runs a lot…

- The other day he almost falls down…

- We warned him, but you know him, he was in a hurry…

- It was a gross fall…

- Call an ambulance! – shouted the principal, and Ms. Adams was the first one to pull a cell phone out (not hers, of course, but one she'd taken from a student in detention).

- A'right, move on, move on! – said Gobber - Nothin' t'see here. T'class ev'ryone!

The mass of students dissipated in a second, and to leave along them on time Toothless had to lift Hiccup in his arms, bridal style, and get out of there.

- I'll take you to the nursery – he announced.

- No! – protested Hiccup, his voice weak still - Take me to… laboratory, Mrs. Cowell… she helps…

- Alright.

So Toothless carried Hiccup to the chemistry lab, where Fishlegs and Snotlout were already waiting for the Haddock boy to arrive. They both went pale at the sight of Hiccup's state (and a little bit as a reaction of watching Toothless' way to touch and carry Hiccup).

- Oh, my… – exclaimed Mrs. Cowell, resting her hands on her chest - I've never seen anyone this bad…

- Can you help him? – Toothless voiced the question they all wanted to ask.

Mrs. Cowell nodded.

- Take him to my office – she said, opening the door at the bottom of her classroom, where she usually kept all the either dangerous or delicate stuff, along with her lunch.

There she had a couch, where Toothless carefully placed Hiccup, and the nursing began.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note: <strong>_Wow, I can't believe how much I liked this chapter. Of course it's not the surrender before the basketball team and the guardian's first awakening, but it's pretty damn close to the feeling.

I know, Snotlout's so out of character... but, hey! I need a good cousin for the story to develop... eventually. I don't believe he and the twins are as stereotypical as D:RoB paints them (-I still madly adore D:RoB, can't wait for next season!-). So here's my take on them. And yeah, I agree with everyone: Fishlegs is an amazing friend!

.

Poor Hiccup. Green Death deserved what he got. Yes, he did. Good thing Hiccup's actually stronger than everybody thinks, right Squirrel?

And poor Toothless... all the dark and twisted things his past hides... all the resentments... the hate... Yeah, he and Evan need therapy. One day I'll tell you about Evan.

.

For now, I'll only tell you I'm grateful for your support! **Thank you**:

.

Miharu Midorikawa, No No 22, PrincessOfTheNight01, Moon's Secret Dream,

Ethelred I. Echo, Shy Owl, Hi Mr Whale, Guest, HBluesHeart,

Let my dragons roar, TheArctic78, Love-girl2015, Psycho-Pacgirl,

Naruxhinacrazy, Yuki Usagi-Nyan, tmntlover123456789, josy daky,

DragonDude23, SweetTooth4Romance, Ginebra216, Miku Hatsune0102,

Ancientathens, Heather Dehmer, vampireacademygirls, i-hear-them-speak-too.

.

You are AWESOME, each and every one of you. But my readers coming from my Kuroshitsuji stories in spanish get a special mention in here. You know who you are, and I love you all!

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_

_._

P.S.: I got my digital camera! At last! I'm so friggin' happy, it's so awesome! I take pictures of my drawings and I can actually see their details, like, Hiccup's freckles... It's amazing! Yayyyyy!

What's that knock on my door? A DeviantArt?

I'll keep you updated. (*winks and bids farewell*).


	8. Avowal

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.

.

**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Note:**_ Damn, I had already written my A/Ns but my stupid internet didn't save them... Argh! Whatever. Did you already see we now have some attempt of a cover? You can check the larger version on my DA! (-yes!-)

I got a tiny announcement and a little warning (with its respective apology) to do. First, no, Hiccup didn't lose his leg... Ye- - Squirrel! ! ! -t. Ok, he'll never learn. Second, there is an excesive use of the word "fuck" and its derivatives; that's what happens when you re-watch _Queer as folk_ at the same time you have to write two dialogues by some sporadic OC named Snaketongue. Sorry in advance if anyone feels offended or considers it unnecessary, but it was a lot of fun to me.

Now, off you go, enjoy your reading!

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 8: Avowal.**

**.**

**.**

Ruffnut and Astrid exchanged a concerned look: if there was such a mess in the hallways, something important was certain to be happening. If only they could go outside and find out what… Everybody felt just as curious, even the English Literature professor.

- Wait a moment, I'll be back soon – he said to the students -. Read Wilde's biography in the meantime.

As soon as the professor left the classroom, everyone abandoned their places and headed to the door and windows, trying to catch a glimpse of the world outside.

- There's an ambulance at the entrance – someone shouted.

- And can you see who's been picked up? – Astrid asked, but was brutally ignored.

- You worried 'bout your ex? – wondered Ruffnut - I thought you didn't like him anymore.

- I don't, but he's a nice person and nice people don't deserve to be sent to hospital by a beast like Green Death – she pronounced the name with such hate and disdain that Ruffnut felt scared; now she understood.

- Green Death did something to you today? That's why you were so freaked out with Snoutlout's flirt?

Astrid looked down, ashamed and angry in equal amounts.

- He… he tried to force me into… doing things… after practice.

- Tried to kiss you? – Ruffnut wanted to know.

It wouldn't be the first time Green Death took advantage of his total and absolute rule upon the school like that. Sometimes Astrid would let him get a kiss only to gain herself the immunity that allowed her to stand in defense of others once in a while. But the significant look she dedicated to Ruffnut made the twin realize this time Green Death's insinuation had gone much further than that. Ruffnut panicked.

- A-Astrid…! – she cried - You…

- Punched him in the face and ran away of course – she said, covering her face with both hands -. It was awful…

- I'll stick my racquet in his eye! I swear!

- Ruff! ! – came Tuffnut, running towards them from the hallway - Ruff! !

- What you want loser? Can't you see it's obviously _not_ the moment? – she got indignant, pushing her brother away. Tuffnut insisted.

- It's the moment! Toothless Night just knocked Green Death out! – he announced.

- _What? ?!_ – both girls yelled in unison.

- Toothless motha'fucka' Night kicked fuckin' Green Death's ass! ! – Snaketongue walked by shouting at the top of her lungs.

Everybody stared at the vulgar girl in awe, some judging her crazy and some approaching to question if she wasn't lying.

- Is what that town-crier says true? – Astrid was… well, she couldn't define how she felt. She was certainly relieved, but shocked too.

- Snaketongue's famous for speaking three "fucks" out of every five words, not for lyin' – reminded Tuffnut -. Toothless kicked Green Death's butt.

- Justice! – exclaimed Ruffnut, waving her hands on the air.

Astrid blinked, somewhat unconvinced.

- H-how? Why?

- 'Cause – interfered Snaketongue, shoving Tuffnut with the shoulder and meddling in the conversation - Green Death beat the crap out of Hiccup Haddock and Motha'fucka' Night went _fuckin' furious_- - - Which, by the fuck, was a bit fuckin' gay… Whatever the fuck. The principal, literal, had to pick Green Death's teeth from the fuckin' floor. If you speed the fuck up you can go watch the blood before they fuckin' clean. It was fuckin' awesome! !

- Is Hiccup alright? – Astrid tried to keep talking as if Snaketongue hadn't interfered (and as if she hadn't heard the "bit gay" part of the speech), which was hard because the vulgar girl could still be heard shouting throughout BHS.

- I think so. Toothless took him with Mrs. Cowell. Snotlout must be there already.

- Damn… Toothless Night's so gettin' expelled – mentioned Ruffnut, more to herself than to her comrades.

- Actually, he's not. The official version you gotta tell if asked is that Green Death fell downstairs when runnin' to class – clarified Tuffnut.

- And who made the principal believe that shit? – Ruffnut was skeptical.

- Me – Tuffnut smiled, pretty proud of himself.

.

.

School was about to finish, and Hiccup was now trying to get some sleep, a bag of ice resting on his left ankle. He felt his whole body numbed, but he was truly glad for at least he was certain his body was still complete. He couldn't open his left eye (there was another bag of ice right there), and he failed to speak when he tried, for his lower lip pulsated with a wound and his mouth was too dry.

He looked around, keeping the ice on his face with his left hand, and recognized Mrs. Cowell's office and, sitting by his side, Toothless.

- Hiccup! – he exclaimed, totally relieved - You're awake…

Toothless wrapped the brown-haired boy's other hand with his own, caressing the back of his hand with his thumb.

- And about time you wake – interfered Mrs. Cowell, a solacing smile on her lips -. Glad to welcome you back into the world of consciousness, Mr. Haddock. I don't want to be rude but classes will be over soon and I have to go to the professors' lounge. We have quite a thing to discuss.

- Can we stay here? – asked Toothless.

- Until six, only if really necessary. Will you be the one taking him home? – she inquired to Toothless, nodding meaningfully towards Hiccup.

- Yes.

- Then make sure to tell his father that Mr. Haddock must go to the doctor. That ankle needs much more than a bag of ice. Maybe and orthopedic boot and a crutch. I'll talk to Gobber, he might want to give your father a warning.

- Thanks, Mrs. Cowell – said Hiccup.

- I'll go now – and she headed to the door, but before crossing she remembered something -. By the way, Mr. Night, if you insist you aren't hurt you might want to wash your hands… and clothes, thoroughly. Don't give wrong impressions.

Then Mrs. Cowell left.

- She knows I'm the one who sent Green Death to the hospital – Toothless muttered, somber.

- So does Gobber, but they won't hand you over – Hiccup assured. Studying his aching body carefully, he noticed a thing or two that would make a good change of topic -. Is this your jacket I'm wearing?

Toothless blushed seriously, the red color noticeable even on his tanned skin.

- Well… I… you…err…

- Thanks – muttered Hiccup -, thanks for everything you've done for me.

- Don't say that, it's my fault this happened to you – Toothless said, ashamed.

- You didn't hunt me down… or stuck me into that locker. You were the one to save me – remembered Hiccup, considering it absolutely necessary -. Green Death had done all those things to me before, never all of them at the same time, though…

- He won't do it ever again – promised Toothless through gritted teeth -. That's at least the one thing I did manage to do for you.

- Wanna do something else for me? – Hiccup bit his lip when asking, which made Toothless utterly curious -…My mouth's dry…

Understanding at once Toothless placed himself in a more comfortable position, with his head hovering above Hiccup's reddened face, and softly pressed his lips on Hiccup's, a slight taste of blood invading the kiss. Hiccup moaned when the wound burnt, but it was a price he was eager to pay for feeling Toothless this close. He wasn't sure why he needed to do so, but right now nothing would make him feel better than Toothless' tongue sliding on his lips and his hands running through his hair. If this was the reward, he could take it, anything there is to come…

- Ouch! – Hiccup exclaimed, abruptly breaking the kiss.

- What? Did I hurt you…?

- No… It was me. Silly me… I forgot my twisted ankle – he pouted.

Wanting to reach Toothless' mouth better, Hiccup had tried to incorporate by pushing himself upwards with his feet, which proved immediately to be a bad reflex.

- Damn… how am I explaining to my father I got a twisted ankle?

- Well, it wasn't your fault…

- Depends on the point of view – Hiccup pitied himself -. If I were the fighter my father has always wanted me to be, Green Death would've never been able to do _this_. And with this foot I won't be able to escape my father's scolding.

- It doesn't have to be like that – said Toothless, a strange expression curling his lips.

He kneeled and seized Hiccup's left foot in between his hands, removing the bag of ice (bag of water, more likely).

- What are you doing?

- It's a trick that works for me all the time, and since your wound is muscular I believe it'll work on you as well. Lucky us this isn't a broken bone.

Toothless placed a wet kiss on Hiccup's swollen ankle, sending an electric shiver up the boy's spine, the hair at the back of his head standing on end.

- T-toothless… what- - -?

- Shh – he whispered. Hiccup went silent right away.

Toothless positioned his hands strategically and started blowing on Hiccup's ankle, his breath unbelievably hot. Hiccup felt a burning sensation crawling up his leg and down his foot; it was painful at the beginning, itching his skin and shredding his muscles underneath. He was about to scream at Toothless, begging him to stop, but suddenly the pain vanished in a second and was replaced by the comfortable sensation of warm water dripping down.

What a surprise Hiccup felt when he realized his foot didn't hurt anymore and he could move it way better than before.

- What did you just do? – he questioned, intrigued as he moved his fingers casually.

- Dragon-breath – Toothless revealed, looking obviously proud of himself and quite self-satisfied -. Healing properties it has.

Hiccup stared intermittently and wide-eyed at both his foot and Toothless.

- It's so much better! I believe I can go home now…

- I'll go fetch your clothes, then.

.

.

"Err… Nope. You ain't going anywhere. I'm taking _my cousin_ to _my uncle's_ house, not you" that's what Snotlout said when he intercepted Hiccup and Toothless meters away of the main entrance before they left BHS. After some seconds (or minutes) of blankness because Toothless didn't seem surprised at all to hear that he and Hiccup were related, he insisted in taking care of his cousin and separating him from the black-haired boy. Actually, Snotlout was pretty obvious in his actions: he knew about Hiccup and Toothless and was clearly uncomfortable with watching them together and almost hugging (Hiccup's arm was over Toothless' shoulder and Toothless' hand was around Hiccup's waist for better support when walking).

So Toothless and Hiccup said goodbye, discretely promised they'd call each other later, and followed different paths.

The road to Stoick's gym was the most awkward and quiet thirty minutes that Hiccup and Snotlout had ever spent together.

Snotlout tried to start a decent conversation during the ride time, but he failed miserably and only made Hiccup uncomfortable and freaked himself out even more. In the end they didn't manage to exchange more than five consecutive words, and their short phrases always ended in questions.

Finally, Snotlout parked his car outside his uncle's gym.

It was raining now, much to Hiccup's discomfort; it was way harder to walk with a limping leg on the mud. At least Snotlout carried an umbrella and was smart enough to lend it to Hiccup so he could use it as a cane. He entered the gym soaked from head to toes, but at least his ankle was still in the wonderful conditions Toothless left it.

Stoick realized in the very second he crossed the door that Hiccup was there, after all, his son visiting the gym was as rare as a helicopter landing amidst main avenue. Actually, the whole place went silent due to Hiccup's presence.

- Coach… isn't that your son? – asked some of the boys in training.

- Yeah, he's…

Stoick removed the boxing gloves from his hands and walked towards his son and nephew. What wasn't his surprise at the sight of Hiccup's hideous wounds and bruises.

- Hiccup! Whut happen'd t'ya? – he exclaimed and received no answer, so he had to turn to the other boy - Why's ma son like this Snotlout?

- Well, uncle, it's kind of a long story…

- I fell downstairs – interrupted Hiccup at once.

- Ya whut? ?

Both Stoick and Snotlout stared perplex at Hiccup.

- Actually, Hiccup was bea- - -

- I was running to class and I fell, happens all the time – Hiccup said all sped up, drawing a hypocrite smile on his face.

- Coach Haddock! What was the combination you wanted me to practice? – called someone.

- No' now, boy, can't ya see I'm busy? – he shouted without moving his eyes from Hiccup's black eye and parted lip - How ya fell?

- I actually ran into another classmate and we both fell – Hiccup faked a laugh, as if it were the silliest anecdote in life.

Snotlout's face went plain, why was Hiccup complicating things so much when it was sooo simple to tell the truth?

- Yeah, right – he mocked, sarcastic beyond imagination -, and Green Death fell all the way down while you only fell halfway, right? And that's why he ended in the hospital and you didn't. What comes next? Toothless pushed you both downstairs?

- Coach! Was it jab-jab-cross-jab-hook-upper-upper?

- No' now! – Stoick yelled, frustrated - Whut ya mean Snotlout?

- As a matter of fact, Snotlout _doesn't know_ what happened because he _wasn't_ there – Hiccup gritted his teeth and was practically speaking without moving his lips from a fake smile position, but Snotlout obviously didn't get the message.

- Or was it jab-jab-cross-hook-hook-upper-upper?

- I don't need to be there for something the whole school heard 'bout – replied Snotlout, oblivious and offended -. Besides, I knew firsthand that Green Death was going to bea- - - OUCH! !

That was it: Hiccup had to hammer his elbow against Snotlout's ribs with all of his strength to keep him from talking. Didn't his cousin know when to shut up?

Fortunately Stoick had been distracted and didn't notice.

- Fo' Thor's sake! Jus' do any combination! Ya've been here long 'nough t'do tha'!

- Ok. Jab-jab-cross-hook-upper.

- Whut was it again Snotlout? – Stoick asked again after a stress-releasing sigh.

- Nothing. Hiccup fell downstairs – he said with rough voice, for Hiccup's hit had been perfectly aimed to leave him breathless.

- I rested the whole day… in the nursery. I'm fine, but I was recommended deeper medical attention for my ankle – continued Hiccup.

- Looks swell'd up.

- It is – yet Hiccup tried to modulate his voice to make is sound much less grave than it really was. He wasn't really that bad after Toothless' touch and breath.

- A'right, let's go. Up t'ma car, ya both.

Hiccup couldn't dissimulate the astounded expression that lit up his face when hearing how his father was ready to leave training aside to take care of him. He hadn't received that kind of preoccupation from Stoick about him in quite a while.

Hiccup's ankle required indeed bandage and a crutch for ten days to two weeks, but he was very happy the orthopedic boot wasn't necessary. The doctor was very optimistic because the swelling was giving in quickly and the foot could move just fine. Hiccup was absolutely sure that it was Toothless and his strange healing method the only one to be grateful to. Two hours later he was back home, enjoying some hot chicken soup and telly for a change, while his father tried to clean the best for Hiccup's easier transportation through the house. Stoick even checked the stairs to make sure they weren't too deadly and the banister was firmly attached to the wall; they didn't need any more accidents.

- I gotta go back t'tha gym – Stoick said after everything was ready -. Anythin' else ya need son?

- No. Thanks, dad, I'm fine – said a smiley Hiccup.

- A'right. Got ya' crutch? Fine. I'll be back asap.

- See you, dad – he bid farewell.

Stoick left the house and Hiccup pulled out his cell phone to call Toothless. It rang once and then that gorgeous tenor voice answered.

- Hiccup! I've been waiting for you to call. How's your ankle?

- It's fine, actually. Two weeks of bandage and crutch, nothing worse. All thanks to you – he whispered in fond voice.

Even through the phone Hiccup could so tell that Toothless was smiling.

- I'm glad to hear that. Work will be much less stressful now that I know you're better.

- Yeah, I had to lie to my father about my wound, though, but it's okay. Remember how Gobber was supposed to give my father the warning? Well, he did, but as it is to be expected from Gobber, it was too late. He called once we were at the hospital! It was so hilarious!

- And what did you tell your father?

- I told him I feel downstairs – Hiccup chuckled -. And luckily, Gobber supported my version of the story. You know, since it is the official excuse for bruises and broken glasses at school…

- Did he believe you?

- With Gobber's backup and Snotlout's blessed silence, he eventually did.

- Good news, then – Toothless' voice gave away his smile.

- Yes, let's thank the "assassin stairs". I feel bad for lying to him, though. He seemed so… worried. Truly worried, not disappointed as I expected him to, even when it wasn't as bad as we all suspected at the beginning… When I was in that locker I thought my ankle was broken. It hurt terribly.

- Hiccup, never mention that again. It will _never_ happen again, you hear me? Green Death is _never_ going to hurt you again.

- Thanks, Toothless… You know, now you mention it, when at the hospital Snotlout figured out that Green Death was in surgery – Hiccup recalled, his mind rambling.

- S-surgery? ? – Toothless' voice faltered - W-was it that bad?

- Splinters of his broken ribs in his lungs or something. Snotlout did ask for details but even if the doctors had shared them with him I'm sure he wouldn't remember the half of them – Hiccup laughed sheepishly, much more relaxed than Toothless -. I'm actually glad it wasn't me… It could've been me… if not for you…

But this time Toothless didn't answer, he remained silent an entire minute, only his uneasy breathing audible through the phone.

- Toothless? – Hiccup had a terrible apprehensive feeling - Are you alright?

Another minute of silence, and all of a sudden Toothless gulped and said in a grave tone:

- Hiccup, this can't wait any longer. We have to talk. You need to know. I'm afraid there's no going back now. It's for the best, Hiccup, keep that in mind. However we end, it's for your best.

- What are you talking about? – now he was really worried, anxious and afraid.

- I'll see you later. I have to go now.

- But, Toothless- - -! !

He hung the phone, and Hiccup was abandoned to the dreadful intermittent noise of the telephone line. What had just happened? Was Toothless planning to finish their relationship? Because that's what it sounded like.

Hiccup dropped the phone and covered his mouth with both hands…

.

.

He couldn't sleep that night. All he did was resting his head on the pillow, but his eyes were open as an owl's, and his mind chaotic as a tornado. Add the analgesic medication and he could barely remember the times when his world didn't spin this fast.

Fortunately the storm had stopped for the night. Hiccup didn't need any more incentives to increase his depression. He was very emotionally sensitive with all this physical damage.

There was patter on his window. Maybe he was mistaken and rain still poured down from the black skies. The noise grew louder and faster: it wasn't patter, but clatter instead.

"Maybe is hailing and I'm so numbed I didn't notice?" Hiccup wondered, so he got up the bed and limped to his window to find out once and for all the cause of that noise.

He had to suppress a scream when he saw Toothless, crouching on his windowsill like a gigantic black cat. His bright green eyes shone in the dark like lanterns.

Dazed, Hiccup opened the window and made room for Toothless to pass in.

- What are you doing here? How the hell did you make it to my window?

Second floor, no vines or trees nearby to climb… it was a valid question. What did he do? Jump and land graceful and precisely on the windowsill without making any sort of noise? Was that another skill of his? What was going on?

But Toothless wasn't in a cooperative mood, so he simply ignored Hiccup to his doubts.

- Get a jacket – he said, bossy -. A thick and warm one, it's cold outside. And boots…

He spoke as if ordering, but Toothless was actually the one rummaging in the closet and picking the proper clothes. He even helped dumbfounded Hiccup put them on.

- Why won't you answer my questions? Toothless, is passed midnight- - -! ! Whaaa! !

Toothless lifted Hiccup effortlessly in that bridal style, and taken by surprise Hiccup had to wrap his arms around the black-dressed boy's neck to steady himself. He didn't understand, everything was so fast…

- Close your eyes – commanded Toothless, walking slowly to the window.

- Why?

- Hiccup – he said, solemn the most, whispering hypnotically into Hiccup's ear, practically touching it with his lips -, you have to trust me. Close your eyes. Keep them closed until I tell you. And hold tight.

Hiccup did as requested, and out of the blue he felt he'd been submerged in a surrealistic dream. He was floating, somehow, the wind whirling around his face, his feet suspended in the emptiness; he didn't dare open his eyes for fear of what he might find, so he simply held tighter to Toothless, and caught a glimpse of a wavy sensation, like flapping wings. Actually, now that he gave a thought, he could hear those wings.

And the next second he could smell the wet and penetrating scent of the forest, and for Toothless' movements he guessed they were back on safe solid land.

- You can see now.

Hiccup opened his olive-green eyes as Toothless put him down. They were, indeed, amidst the forest, he could guess the trees' silhouettes all around him.

- How did we get here? – he mumbled.

- I'm about to tell you. I'll confess _everything_ to you, Hiccup. But you have to promise… you have to promise… – Toothless' voice died gradually.

- Promise what?

- Nothing. It's a promise you can't keep, anyways – he muttered, evidently filled with sorrow -. I'll light up a fire.

Hiccup heard Toothless blow aloud and a small fire appeared before his eyes. With the flickering light he could now recognize the place: it was the clearing where he had nursed the Black Dragon.

- Looks so familiar, doesn't it? Even in the dark – Toothless spoke. He stood good two meters away from Hiccup.

- Why have you brought me here?

- I'd been trying to avoid this moment, but you have to know the truth, know what you ran into since the day we first kissed. _I'm a beast_, Hiccup.

- I thought we had already talked about that… – Hiccup tried to resolve, but failed.

- No, truth is we haven't, Hiccup. And I can't believe how selfish and irresponsible I've been by keeping you by my side – there was so much hate in Toothless' words, hate against himself… -, I feel so guilty… You saw what I did to Green Death. I was out of control! I could have _killed_ him!

- But you didn't – quickly interfered Hiccup.

- Because you stopped me. Had you not been there I would have ended with Green Death's life brutally – Toothless' jaw tightened -. I could barely think, I just reacted by instinct. They've no idea how right they are: _I am a Night Fury_.

- I know. I heard the men in the orange gabardines say- - -

- You have to know who I am, Hiccup. _What I really am_.

- I do. You told me you're half a dragon, I've seen you in your dragon form…

- It's different after you know it's me, after you've witnessed my wildest side…

Toothless sighed, resigned, his whole posture looking defeated.

- I guess words are useless and inaccurate now – he lamented -. I'll just show you. But watch carefully, Hiccup, this is all the argument I've got…

And this said Toothless kicked his shoes off and stepped back, almost getting out the circle of light of the bonfire. He sighed one more time, trying to serene and push himself to keep going. It was necessary, for Hiccup's welfare, even if it meant losing him.

And then, to Hiccup's stupor, huge black wings unfolded from Toothless' back, and his clothes ripped when a tail emerged at the height of his hips; his hands and feet covered in black scales and turned into claws, dragon ears peeped out his hair, intricate scale patterns drew on his face around his green eyes.

Toothless had, before Hiccup's thunderstruck eyes, transformed into a half dragon and half human hybrid.

Hiccup's heart stopped beating; he involuntarily walked backwards…

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note: <strong>_Ok, I'm not writing this twice (-stupid internet! I curse you, telmex!-). I'll go straight to the Snaketongue issue. I'm not deleting or censoring her "fucks" because they're a lot of fun to me and I somehow wanted to make a reference to the new mexican way of speaking. Yeah, I'm not one of them, but most people use the whole "bad words and swearing dictionary" on a daily basis when speaking. And they got this vulgar way of calling each other "dude" that I hate... But, come on! We all got someone at our schools we'd like to wash their mouths with soap. It's a must.

And if you want me to update next week you can poke me on my DeviantArt. ^^ Link on my profile or you can search for me as Sinattea there as well.

.

And thank you very much to all the reviewers, subscribers and those who fave! Really, I love you all, But you know reviewers get a special mention.

Let the dragons roar, LadyLombax, No No 22, darkoc3an,

AtkiakFF, LesserWraith, Love-girl2015, Psycho-Pacgirl,

PrincessOfTheNight01, Splendidguy44, FidjiaskyEH,

tmntlover123456789, NlightsofAlaska, BeautifulBayonetta,

Kira The Dead Ninja, Heather Dehmer, HBluesHeart,

SweetTooth4Romance, Miku Hatsune0102, KAKEtheDEER,

Ancientathens, simoka, AlexJohnD, Loti-miko, Ipod12.
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	9. Duality

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.

.

**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Note:**_ Early update! Yay! I was planning to do this the next week, but I had the chapter ready and Sasuke said I should post it today, and everything Sasuke says, must be done. So go and thank her for being such an amazing friend.

Ok, warning 1: attack of the fluff. Seriously, I got no excuse for this. Well, it's my story and I can write as _"cursi"_ as I want. Yeah. Warning 2: we've reached a point in the fic where a lot of references from that dream and original story I told you about in the first chapter will get the spotlight. I hope you like them.

Read, enjoy, review! !

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 9: Duality.**

**.**

**.**

"If his ankle were in better conditions, he'd run away, I know it" Toothless thought, heartbroken. The look of fright and hesitation in Hiccup's eyes was something he was sure he'd never recover from.

He wanted to retreat his draconian features, hide them in the deepest corner of his soul, where they would sink in the dark for the eternity and never come out again. But he couldn't do such thing. He couldn't deny who he was, what he was, he couldn't pretend that part of him didn't exist: that would be denying himself.

And he couldn't be with Hiccup being the monster he was.

Hiccup deserved so much more.

And Toothless would never be the one Hiccup deserved.

What would be crossing Hiccup's mind in that moment? Was it fear? Was it hate? Would he scream and shove him away as everyone he loved had? Toothless should already be used to it, having people who should love him rejecting him instead. His parents did it, terrified by his dual nature, when he was just a child. The ones who called themselves his friends did it, kindness turning into ambition, betraying him and handing him over to those who wanted to hurt him.

If Hiccup turned against him he wouldn't be surprised, no, but he would be devastated. So far he'd never ever felt this way about anyone; he _needed_ Hiccup in his life… and he had just lost him. And all was this black dragon's fault, this Night Fury's…

His trembling hands, the fear and confusion in his olive-green eyes, the tension in his vulnerable body because he couldn't escape and he knew it… Toothless regretted the idea of bringing Hiccup to that clearing, now he would only earn more hate from him, because everything looked like a set-up trap.

- T-Too… To-Tooth-less… – Hiccup attempted to articulate, but he couldn't find his voice.

He couldn't because how could he speak to a monster?

How could he gather the courage to be near this black beast?

How could he let himself fall into the abyss at the height of this… thing? Toothless wasn't worthy of him! And he would never be!

- I'll take you back to your home – Toothless said, not daring to look Hiccup in the eye, lowering his head in utter shame. "That is if you can stand… _me_ touching _you_".

- To-Toothless… – Hiccup could finally pronounce.

- I'll get out of your life forever, I promise. I just… I'd like to ask one last thing from you… Please, please, Hiccup, I beg of you: allow me a kiss goodbye.

Hiccup stared at him through glassy eyes and didn't answer.

- One last kiss – Toothless implored.

This time, after quite a prolonged silence, Hiccup closed his eyes and nodded slowly.

Swift but quiet Toothless approached Hiccup, too depressed to care about his body and letting his dragon tail drag behind him, scraping the earth with a soft noise.

When he was close enough to Hiccup, for the last time, he leaned in and pressed a short and nostalgic kiss on his cheek, to immediately pull back afterwards. He wouldn't dare to tarnish Hiccup's freckled skin any further.

Hiccup opened his eyes, finally meeting Toothless face to face.

"For the last time" Toothless bore in mind.

He better seized this last opportunity to learn by heart every detail about Hiccup's face.

And then, with a slightly baffled expression, Hiccup breathed out heavily, tilted his head up, lifted both his hands to Toothless' face and pulled the dragon boy into a passionate kiss.

For a second Toothless froze, incapable of understanding why Hiccup granted him such an intense last kiss, but his mind quickly pushed all thought to the back of his head and emptied to simply respond to and enjoy Hiccup's contact…

.

Truth is Hiccup did try to walk away from the strange creature that had taken Toothless' place in front of him. He did feel scared and confused, and he did wonder how was it he ended up involved with… with…

With who? With what? What was he thinking? This was still Toothless! No matter his looks, no matter what strange secrets his whole life might hide… He was still Toothless! The first person to ever accept him just as he was, the first person to transform his life and make his heart go totally crazy. He was still, and forever will be, his first real love*.

He was still the one to make his world spin faster; and faster and faster from now on he'd make it revolve.

Hiccup couldn't help but wonder what kind of mysteries Toothless' past hid, how many times he'd been forced to face this decision and show himself to people who would for sure reject him. How many difficulties had he endured? How many pains?

If even he, the one who promised would never change a thing about him, had reacted this way when learning the truth, how had others treated him in the past? And Hiccup felt terribly guilty, stupid and selfish, and, though slowly, he made the decision that he'd take it. Whatever there is to come… he'll stay by Toothless' side.

As this wild race of thoughts took place inside his head, he got totally lost in it, trying to figure Toothless out because he wanted to say the right thing, and he wasn't willing to speak unworthy words. But obviously his "prudent" (maybe it wasn't so much) silence was only making Toothless feel worse.

And then he asked him for one last kiss, for the opportunity to say goodbye, and Hiccup felt his heart shatter, literal. Had he really committed the mistake of letting Toothless think he wanted him out of his life?

Hiccup couldn't allow that. He didn't want to lose the most important person of his life. Therefore he decided that to make up for his ill-timed silence he would turn this "last kiss" into the _first kiss_ of a new bond that was to be established between them.

And when Toothless, fragile and fearful, placed a symbolic kiss on his cheek, Hiccup dared to go further and initiated the most passionate kiss he and Toothless had ever shared.

His mind went blank as their lips slightly parted making room for their tongues to dance at the rhythm of their sped-up hearts. Toothless' tongue was warm and comfortable, and as it invaded his mouth Hiccup could've sworn that was the place it belonged.

.

When they finally pulled apart, Hiccup proceeded to wrap his arms around Toothless' waist (right between his wings and tail) and embraced him with all of his strength into a deep hug. Toothless' blackened hands trembled, doubting if he should or not correspond to the gesture.

- I'm sorry… – Hiccup spoke softly, his voice perfectly reflecting how truly repented he felt - Toothless, I'm so sorry…

Toothless went speechless, slow to comprehend what was going on.

- I say you fascinate me and that I wouldn't change anything about you and then I react this way… What's wrong with me? I'm so, so very sorry… – Hiccup sobbed - Toothless, would you forgive me?

- What?

- Toothless, please forgive me – repeated Hiccup, much to Toothless' disbelief, even though deep inside the dragon boy felt warmness grow and flood him slowly, accentuating in those parts where Hiccup's body touched his - I don't want you to get out of my life… You mean too much to me and I should have told you earlier.

- Hiccup…

At this point, Hiccup broke the hug and looked right into Toothless' eyes (now with a green retina and black irises, just like the dragon's), eventually focusing on the scales decorating his face in such a mystic way. Now that he appreciated them from a short distance, Hiccup thought they were mesmerizing.

- My reaction was stupid, but I'm not afraid anymore – he assured as his fingers smoothly slid over Toothless' face, touching both skin and scales alike.

- You shouldn't be apologizing – Toothless almost stuttered -. That… this doesn't make sense. You… you want to be with me? Even after seeing me like… like _this_? You should be terrified…

- For half a second I was. You're right: it is different to witness once you know the context. Knowing all these details makes it impossible to shield yourself saying it's only a dream; this is undoubtedly real, and that was overwhelming – Hiccup's finger stopped on Toothless' lips -. But I'm ready to take it now.

There was a moment of silence, in which the wonderful hint of a smile curled Toothless' lip up, as if pulled by Hiccup's playful finger.

- If you want to run away, I'll understand – the dragon boy said, yet he used the light tone of voice only implemented when you want the other person to contradict you, and you know he will.

- That's good, actually – Hiccup smiled -. I recall that when we first kissed you were the one to run away – he then cradled Toothless' face in his hands, and his smile grew ever wider -. See? We all got something that scares us.

- When we first…? – and Toothless drew a smile as well, the memory of the Halloween Ball replaying vividly in his mind.

Toothless closed his eyes and chuckled, filled with unexpected joy. He lifted a dragon hand to cautiously caress Hiccup's cheek, sending a shiver throughout his entire body.

- Toothless, I'm glad we're here tonight. Thank you for sharing this with me.

- Are we in this together? – the dragon boy asked in a sough.

- You are half a dragon and I like you, Toothless – Hiccup replied, a smile lighting up his face -. Of course we are!

And before Hiccup could add anything else, Toothless held him tightly with both arms around his waist and kissed him passionately again, taking him enough by surprise to make him blush feverishly.

Then the rain commenced, and the sense of déjà vu was glorious.

.

.

- Tell me more – Hiccup asked, watching Toothless crouching on the lowest branch of a tall tree -. How do you shift shapes? Is it difficult?

They were heading to a cave not far away to shield from the rain, Toothless leading the way, presuming his half dragon form.

- It's not difficult, but sometimes is unpredictable – he explained -. I got three shapes: my human form, my dragon form, and this one, the hybrid form. I can turn into any I want, but sometimes it's very hard to stay human… When I lose control of my emotions I tend to… well, "dragonize" – he tried to emphasize the last word marking the quotation marks with his hands, but failed miserably because he had dragon claws.

Feeling quite silly, he held onto the branch hoping Hiccup wouldn't notice the funny scene.

- What kind of emotions? – Hiccup wondered, waiting patiently for Toothless to descend from the tree and help him walk. The dragon boy was just making sure the coast was clear and there were no more humans but them in those woods.

- Negative ones, I guess – Toothless said as he jumped down to earth, landing gracefully -. Mostly when I'm angry, or in danger. Emotions that wake my instincts.

- Is that what happened with Green Death?

- Yes. But it won't happen again as long as I'm with you. You seem to be the only one who can help me control myself, Hiccup – Toothless confessed, the concentration expression on his face melting into fondness, causing Hiccup to blush faintly.

- And I always believed everything I said fell on deaf ears – he joked.

- I live to hear every word you say.

When hearing this Hiccup's face turned completely red, and his heartbeats fastened beyond control. Toothless noticed this at once, he could hear the accelerated bumping, and smell the subtle changes in Hiccup's scent (blame the pheromones), and he smirked at how intense and undeniable was the attraction between them.

- Come – he encouraged Hiccup, offering his arm for support -. Let's go, before you end all soaked. It's not far, but since you don't have impermeable scales we must hurry.

Hiccup gladly accepted the helping hand, and even happier, the change in the conversation topic.

- Is it tiring? – he asked, out of the blue - Switching shapes, I mean.

- Not really – Toothless shrugged -. Well, honestly, this form is; to balance my human self and my dragon self is, most of the times, simply exhausting.

- Then you shouldn't tire yourself! Why don't you go human?

- Because if I humanize completely I won't be able to do this – then Toothless stretched out his wings and covered Hiccup from the rain.

Hiccup watched amazed at his dragon-umbrella, and giggled, holding tighter onto Toothless' shoulders.

- Then why don't you go dragon?

- Because if I dragonize completely I won't be able to talk to you.

- Okay, I get it – Hiccup gave in.

- Besides I don't feel tired. It's the first time I do something like this… You know, the walk under the rain being half a dragon in the company of someone I care. I'm very excited, actually.

- Me too – and Hiccup moved to print a quick kiss on Toothless' cheek.

.

When they finally reached the cave, it was very cold already. Hiccup's boots were muddy and heavy, and he felt so relieved to have a roof above his head that he simply laid down on the cold stone without hesitation. Damn, he was so very tired!

- No time to rest, sleepyhead – mocked Toothless -. We have plenty of things to do.

- Yes-time-to-sleep – Hiccup pouted -. If is not in my agenda, I won't stay awake any longer for it.

- Am I not in your agenda? – Toothless raised his eyebrows in fake indignation.

- You are; the whole adventure in the rainy forest with a twisted ankle wasn't. And I'm tired: medication's making me sleepy. Didn't I mention? I got this medical prescription: like five pills! I'm drugged right now. Maybe none of this is real.

- Are you saying I'm not real? – now Toothless was truly amused.

- You aren't – Hiccup said, teasingly.

Toothless chuckled at Hiccup's expense.

- Well, let's light up a fire to have your adrenaline running at speed once again, that seems to block this drugged and sleepy attitude.

Hiccup rolled on his side and curled his body to assume a sleeping position. He shook his head in negation, trusting Toothless would be capable of seeing his gesture in the dark.

- I already saw you turn into a half dragon. I don't think there's anything else out there that will shoot my adrenaline up. Let's go to sleep.

- Does that mean you don't want to see me breathing fire?

- You what? – Hiccup's drowsiness vanished in a second. He promptly incorporated.

Toothless knelt beside him and smiled naughtily at him.

- Check this out – he said, lifting his hands and forming a funnel around his mouth.

Exhaling with great might, a blue plasma blast (as Hiccup once denominated them) escaped his throat and burst into flames outside the cave, making a hissing noise at its contact with the rain.

Hiccup was open-mouthed.

- Woooow…

- Looks so much better when I'm a dragon – Toothless complained, pouty and manifestly self-disappointed.

- You kidding? It's awesome! – insisted Hiccup.

- Well… That's my most powerful shot: offensive fire-breathing. And I never miss my aim – he said, this time with much pride.

- _Never?_ Prove it… Burn that rock over there! – Hiccup defied, signaling at a huge and distant stone across the curtain of rain.

Toothless rolled his eyes and easily burst the rock to flames, much to Hiccup's delight.

- You are amazing, I swear.

- I got some other tricks; defensive fire-breathing, she called it, but I prefer the term "practical". It's much less powerful, and thus more useful. Allows me to do things like this – and Toothless blew a breeze of fire and lit up a pile of dry wood on the other corner of the small cave.

The dragon boy sat by the fire, and Hiccup sat in between his legs, resting his head on Toothless' chest, letting himself be embraced by those crossbreed arms. And weird as it might look, but he felt at home. He knew he was where he belonged.

- Who is _she_? – he asked, moved by pure curiosity. He hadn't missed that particular mention of Toothless'.

- I guess you could call her my only family; she often acted somewhat motherly when I lived with her in London, though "adoptive mother" sounds a bit strong for her… Her name is Evelyn Valhalla, she's a wealthy medic with an unnatural obsession for mythical creatures.

- You lived in London?

- I was born there – informed Toothless, his voice adopting a deep melancholy -. When my parents discovered my dragon nature they panicked and took me to a doctor thinking I might be cured… As if this was an illness of some sort… As if there was something wrong with me… – he was now speaking through gritted teeth, and one or two boiling tears slid down his tanned cheekbones. Hiccup cleaned one of them with his thumb and that's when Toothless remember he had a story to tell -. The point is they ordered the doctor to do whatever was necessary to stop my shape-shifting, to get rid of my dragon self.

- That's awful! – Hiccup cried, clutching Toothless' shirt in his closed fist, as if that way he could keep the Night Fury in its place.

- She didn't, however – Toothless continued -. She told my parents I died in surgery (she's a great liar when she wants to), and then took me with her to her manor. She helped me understand and control my dual nature.

- She sounds like a good person – replied a relieved Hiccup.

- She is – Toothless nodded in agreement, then pointed to his neck -. She gave me this.

Hiccup studied the necklace and for the first time realized something he should've noticed earlier: the silver dragon was a Night Fury. So that's why it was so special for Toothless: after all, he did have a family, and that piece of jewelry was probably the only thing he had of her.

- Why don't you live with her anymore?

It was an unavoidable question; Toothless' face went somber. "If you're really sharing this with Hiccup he needs to know the whole story" he thought, trying to convince himself that it was the best he could do. Hiccup deserved no less.

- That was my fault – Toothless confessed in a low, grave voice -. There was this school field trip and… Well, I… I lost control of my emotions once and somehow chaos unleashed… – Toothless' face distorted with shame, he wasn't sure he could gather the guts to say this. The doubt of if Hiccup would forgive him was the first of a thousand that exploded within his head. "Stop thinking and just say it!" shouted his inner voice. Toothless had to gulp his shame - I… set fire to a factory, but it was an accident! I tried to stop it, I swear, but- - -

- Ok. Toothless, I believe you. I won't blame your or anything of the sort – rapidly added Hiccup -. What happened later?

There was a moment of silence. The fire burnt with a lugubrious clamor, according to the tense mood of the two teenagers in the cave, as if sharing the angry emotion growing inside of the one who summoned its flames.

- _They_ found me… – Toothless hissed.

- They who?

- The Hunters.

A spark in the bonfire cracked a branch with a dramatic noise.

- The men in the orange gabardines – the dragon boy specified -, they're _Hunters_. A Vatican division dedicated to hunt down creatures like me.

- You mean there are more like you? – Hiccup gasped.

- More dragons, yes. They hide wherever they can. But as far as I know I'm the only half dragon in the world – he sighed -. Fortunately the Hunters only know there is one last Night Fury roaming at large. We're monsters for them, mistakes of nature, and they're on to the mission of eliminating these mistakes. _Eliminating us_. According to them every sort of mythical creature must perish…

Hunters, mistakes, _myths_… Now many things about Toothless' mysterious past and behavior somehow clicked in Hiccup's mind and made perfect sense.

- They forced you to leave London… – the Haddock boy comprehended.

- Yeah, I had to escape. Went north, to Scotland, but Evelyn warned me they were searching the zone – Toothless scratched his chin in a thoughtful gesture -, guess they were looking for the creature of Loch Ness- - - _Yes_, he exists.

- Read my mind.

- Wasn't hard this time – Toothless responded, Hiccup's smile contagious enough to remove all grim from his expression -. However, I preferred to avoid them and came here, to Berk. Best decision I've ever made.

- But they found you here! – exclaimed a confused Hiccup, oblivious to the fact that Toothless was referring to him in that particular last sentence -. That's why- - -

- A lost squadron – Toothless minimized the matter, busy with other stuff: could naive Hiccup be any cuter? -. I don't even think their boss knew they were here, otherwise there'd be a whole army of Hunters searching Berk. But I'm glad they chased me: thanks to what happened that day _this_ is happening now.

- You live in so much danger – Hiccup remained clueless, too busy worrying about his dearest Toothless.

Toothless curled slightly his lips into a half-smile.

- Part of the job, I guess.

- It doesn't have to be – Hiccup fixed his olive-green eyes on the dragon boy's bright green ones, intertwining his fingers as best as he could with the black claws -. Toothless, I'm going to make a promise: I'll protect you. Whatever I have to do: _I will protect you_.

Toothless felt his throat tie into a knot and his stomach sink. He didn't know whether to feel content or culpable: Hiccup was now officially involved in this matter.

- There's only one oath I wanted you to make: I wanted you to promise that watching me as a Night Fury wouldn't change your feelings for me.

So that was the promise Toothless feared Hiccup would fail to keep hours ago.

- I promise – Hiccup said lowly, practically whispering to Toothless' dragon ear.

They proceeded to kiss, tenderly, understandingly, complementarily; and as their lips touched nothing else existed in the world but each other.

.
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Hours later, as night faded into dawn (very slowly and imperceptibly, for the rainy clouds didn't allow the sun to be seen), Hiccup slept inside the dry small cave, firmly hugging Toothless, now a human with torn up clothes and naked feet.

The bonfire was out, but Toothless' body was so warm that Hiccup needed nothing else to prevent the chilly sensation that would usually invade him when sleeping outdoors. It was actually pretty comfortable being like that with the other boy.

What a pity that Toothless' warm could do nothing now for his aching ankle. His exclamation of pain woke Toothless up in an alert state.

- What is it? – he yelled.

- Calm down, it's just my ankle – Hiccup laughed, placing a reassuring hand on Toothless' shoulder -. It hurts. Guess I must take my medicine. What time is it?

- It's morning already – Toothless replied after a quick study of his surroundings.

- _What?! !_

The slow night spent together melted into a hysterical morning full of haste. Hiccup had to be back before Stoick noticed his absence (which would mean death for both boys), and Toothless had to half-transform once again to transport him as fast as he could, carrying him in that bridal style, because riding him in his full dragon form required a lot of effort, and if Hiccup's legs weren't at their best it would be harder to hold onto a dragon's back with no saddle.

- As soon as you heal, I'll take you to fly properly. You'll love it!

- As soon as I heal _and_ it's not raining – negotiated Hiccup, a bright smile on his face.

.

Fortunately, Toothless managed to get Hiccup back home just in time. They were so close to be caught that Toothless actually had to hide under the bed when Stoick walked in medicines in hand, and there he stayed for one full hour. They couldn't stop laughing afterwards. Later Hiccup literally pushed Toothless off the window when Stoick stormed back in asking why he was laughing like a maniac. "Must be the secondary effects of the medicine" Hiccup excused, and he could've sworn he heard Toothless' snort down in the garden, which only made him laugh harder.

Stoick ended up deciding it would be a good idea to invite Snotlout to sleep over for the weekend, just to prevent Hiccup from going madder due to loneliness and boredom (and medication, of course).

So Hiccup spent weekends of videogames and movie marathons during the time it took for his ankle to completely cure. He couldn't see Toothless out of school because of that, but at least he spent a great time with his cousin and had the chance to have a talk about his relationship with another boy; of course it was a one-sided conversation and Snotlout didn't change his disgusted expression at the end of it, but at least he swore to keep the secret and not to interfere when Toothless and Hiccup went a little bit public… _if_ they ever did.

Many things happened in those two weeks.

First, the whole school figured out about Green Death's surgery and potentially slow recuperation, which meant the football team would have to face the season without his lethal quarterback, and many Vikings feared for the consequences this might have. Then Astrid did something real generous and convinced the coach to have Snotlout as the new quarterback.

- But I'm not smart! I can't think fast of a strategy durin' the game as quarterbacks must – Snotlout had said, more scared than honored for the new position and the responsibilities it carried along.

- Snotlout, if _this_ doesn't motivate you to think faster, nothing will. Come on! Give it a try! You deserve it for being a good cousin, for a change – were Astrid's encouraging words.

That's how Jonah "Snotlout" Jorgenson became the new Viking quarterback of Berk's High School.

Thanks to details like this one there was a strange feeling floating all around the school. Every student seemed to be confused about how they should behave now that Green Death wasn't there to control the grounds. Many tried to see Toothless as the new bully, but the scandalous display of violence he'd shown against Green Death never repeated, so they couldn't pretend to be afraid of him. Therefore most of BHS's population moved from the "Night Fury" gossip to the juicier "Have you seen the way Toothless Night and Hiccup Haddock behave around each other? Isn't it queer?"

Yet so far none of them seemed to care much. As usual with most gossips, the last ones to find out are the ones everybody's talking about, so Hiccup and Toothless remained happily ignorant of this situation for a while. Besides, they were busy on other matters, like handling a crutch around the school and dealing with exams.

Oh, right! And signing Fishlegs' petition!

- What's this? – Hiccup had frowned when asking his friend about the sheet of paper he carried with him to all places.

- I'm collecting signatures – Fishlegs said -. I'm sending a letter to the pertinent and appropriate authorities to demand for Principal Sanders' dismissal.

- Isn't that a little bit crazy? – opinioned Toothless, considering that Green Death wouldn't be very happy at his return to know his father had been fired, and he'd probably take it against Fishlegs for provoking it.

- Crazy? ? – Fishlegs shouted, losing his temper for the first time in his life - I'll tell you what's crazy! ! To almost lose my best friend forever in the hands of a despicable bully knowing that the man whose duty was to stop this bully let it happen in the first place! _That's crazy! !_

- Fishlegs… – Hiccup tried to speak, but couldn't interrupt his best friend's outburst.

He was touched, actually, to see Fishlegs was ready to face the beast in order to protect his buddy. He and Toothless exchanged an approving smile.

- …I'm a citizen and I won't tolerate this kind of abuse of power! Principal Sanders ignored Green Death's terrible actions because he's his son, and that kind of behavior from any of them must not be allowed – Fishlegs continued, inspired as can be -. I don't care if Green Death comes back and beats my brains out, I have the dream and the hopes that by the time that happens we'll have a principal who actually cares to stop him and does so. Besides- - -

- Fishlegs! – Hiccup called in a scream.

- What?! – Fishlegs responded in the same hysteric level of voice.

- Give me a pen – said a smiley Hiccup -. If you ever go for presidency, I'm voting.

Giggling apologetically for his loss of control, Fishlegs fished a pen out of his pocket and handed it to Hiccup.

- You make me proud, best friend – he said.

It was Toothless' turn to sign.

- Now _this_ is courage, dude – the black-haired boy praised -. What you're doing is worth of admiration, and far more difficult than punching somebody's face. If you need help to collect more signatures, let me know.

- Thanks, guys – said Fishlegs.

Then Hiccup focused his eyes intensely on Toothless, and a long and wordless conversation had place between them. Fishlegs was smart enough to catch a thing or two, though it didn't make understanding any easier: whatever the conversation was all about Toothless was obviously refusing, and Hiccup was obviously insisting. After a pair of more meaningful looks Toothless ended up giving in and leaving with a dramatic surrender sigh. He looked so nervous when walking away…

- Fishlegs, I have to tell you something – said Hiccup as soon as Toothless was out of sight -. Remember when I mentioned I had a date?

- Yes.

- Well, I'm… dating… Toothless – Hiccup confessed.

A minute of awkward silence passed by, but after some dubious looks Fishlegs finally replied, completely calmed.

- I know.

- You do? ? – Hiccup blinked twice, astounded.

- I figured it out since you first mentioned it, actually – he said -. If any doubts they washed away after Toothless almost kills Green Death for hurting you…

- Re-really?

- Hiccup, we've been best friends since we were… what? Five, six years old? To me you were quite obvious.

- H-how obvious? – the brown-haired boy stuttered. There come the hiccups…

- Very. But only to me, don't panic – Fishlegs solaced -. I admit it was _very_ weird back then, but now that he's, you know, kinda friends with us…

- Aren't you freaked out? – Hiccup insisted - You're ok with… with _us_?

- Well… yeah – Fishlegs shrugged -. He's cool, you know? And you look… happy when you're with him, ever since he sits in our table you've been in a better mood. Even after all the Green Death issue I can so tell that he's good for you… Why would that freak me out? You're not freaked out by me and Aura, are you?

- Of course not! But, you know, since Toothless and I are… kind of a different story…

Fishlegs gave it a thought for a couple seconds, scratching his chin.

- I like Aura, you like Toothless… I see the "like" in both sentences. To me, it's the same situation.

- Fishlegs, you really are the best friend I could've ever wished for.

- And I've kept your secret all this time… Even from you two – he joked. Hiccup laughed, clearly relieved and grateful in equal amounts.

- That's how amazing you are. I don't deserve your friendship, seriously.

- Wanna pay it back to me? – Fishlegs smiled -. Help me get more signatures. Toothless can go with you, since he already volunteered- - -

- We're in!

So Hiccup went to find Toothless and share the big comprehensive news with him at once. Surely he'd feel relieved to know that not everyone would find their relationship as bizarre as they both had come to eventually think.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note: <strong>_Sha-la-lá La-lá. *Say anything you want, Toothless and Hiccup are meant to be together and, no matter what, they'll always be each other's one true love! Uff, I had to say that, haters have been bugging me lately. Uff.

You really thought I could separate them? ? I'm a bad person but not that much... yet. Just ask my Kuroshitsuji readers, they know how my russian roulettes work. ;-)

And no matter how much I think about it, Evan's story is still much worse and complicated than Toothless'. Even so, poor Toothless, he's had such a difficult life... They both need a therapist, truly. Wouldn't you agree? (-As long as is not Dr. Bumby *shudders*-)

The Hunters are straight out of my dream three years ago, including their orange gabardines and their electric weapons, and their oh-so-not-original name. I suck at names, sorry, I tend to state the obvious when my cousin isn't there to inspire me. Gosh, I miss him.

Oh, and the Vatican reference, I seriously hope not to offend anyone with that. I respect everyone's religion, but remember this is, as every story is, based on some personal experience. So, my apologies if necessary, but the Vatican reference stays.

.

And everybody** thank you** so much for reading and keeping this story alive!

Ancientathens, Ipod12, AlexJohnD, DragonDude23, Heather Dehmer,

Shy Owl, BeautifulBayonetta, Psycho-Pacgirl, PrincessOfTheNight01, pollo,

AliceCullen3, Splendidguy44, HBluesHeart, SweetTooth4Romance, Loti-miko.

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_
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**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.

.

**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Note:**_ I think this means the weekly update is back, yay! Well, that is unexpected. ^^

This chapter made me think a lot of the "Buckbeak's flight" scene in HPatPoA, I was even listening to that soundtrack when writing. Guess that's a huge clue.

Oh, and before I forget: you should go to my DeviantArt and check the full and colored version of our lovely cover. ^^

Now go on: read, enjoy, review! !

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 10: Unexpected.**

**.**

**.**

And finally, a saturday morning, the bandage was officially removed and according to the doctor's opinion the crutch would be no longer necessary, though Hiccup would have to be careful and he couldn't run or do any exercise for at least another week.

- Don't worry, doctor, I'm not really into sports, I'm not a Viking – Hiccup mumbled to himself as he leaped down the hospital bed and headed to the reception to meet his father.

- Hiccup, ya're walkin' – Stoick exclaimed, clearly relieved.

- Yes, dad, I am – he replied with a huge smile spreading through his face -. I gotta tell everyone the big news!

Hiccup fished the cellular out of his pocket and dialed his most frequent number (as a precaution neither he nor Toothless had each other registered as contacts, just in case any of them lost the phone).

- Say 'hi' t'Fishlegs from ma part, son – mentioned Stoick as he went to pay the bill.

- I will when I call him, dad – promised Hiccup, not noticing he'd just revealed it wasn't his best friend whom he was about to talk with.

Stoick, on the other hand, did notice that tiny detail, and he pursed his lips in suspicion as Hiccup excitedly waited for the person on the other side of the line to answer.

Toothless delayed a bit to finally respond, for he was working and had to wait until he was alone in the elevator to pull out his phone.

- Okay, hi, Hiccup. I got my boss all hysteric today, so try to be quick: I'm dead if he sees the phone – he said, overwhelmed by his job.

- Hi! Busy-busy, aren't we? – Hiccup drew a comprehensive expression -. Well, try to make some space in your tight schedule… Guess what? – Toothless let go a slight snort of exasperation, he didn't have the time to guess right now, so Hiccup went straight to the point - I finally quit the crutch: I'm walking again!

There was a second of silence as Toothless caught the true depth of Hiccup's words.

- Do you realize what this means? – asked Hiccup in encouraging voice.

- Today is _the day_ – a wide grin slowly slid through Toothless' face.

- Are you ready?

- Are you? – he defied in a cute tone.

- Yes!

- Wait for me tonight… – Toothless said in a soft, enticing (almost seductive) voice - And Hiccup, open the window.

- I will.

.

.

By the time skies went black and the moon lit up the drifting clouds Hiccup was already at his limit. He couldn't wait any more, anxiety was driving him crazy!

He made up some lame excuse to go to bed early and get properly dressed for the occasion (no attempt at fanciness this time, Toothless had warned it was cold to fly at night) and piled his pillows in a strategic way to take his place on the bed (just in case Stoick felt like taking a look, though he hadn't done that since Hiccup was twelve).

Now he was counting minute after minute, yearning for midnight as he gazed fixedly at his window. Sooner or later, Toothless would appear there.

"Better sooner than later" Hiccup caught himself wishing. Toothless was delaying too much, probably his job was keeping him some extra hours. Bored and increasingly anxious Hiccup dropped himself over the bed with his head hanging upside down on the edge, watching his ceiling through its reflection on his amazing mirror (well, it used to be his mother's mirror, but Stoick let him keep it after she died). The dragon curled around the crystal stared back at him through empty metal eyes.

- What are you staring at? – Hiccup unleashed all his irritation against the metal dragon. Naturally he obtained no answer… not from his mirror, at least.

- Wow… You gotta feel quite lonely without me if you're actually talking to _that _dragon – called what in that moment was the most beautiful voice in the world.

- Toothless! ! – Hiccup exclaimed. He rolled over the bed and jumped up to go and hug the boy sitting on his windowsill, arms crossed. Toothless welcomed the hug.

- Hey, either you missed me a lot or you really can't wait for the flying tour.

- Both, I guess – replied Hiccup, somewhat playfully, breaking the hug.

- Fair enough – Toothless jumped off the window and stretched out a bit -. Can you just do a tiny thing for me first? I'm starving, work was tough today. We got a group of tourists in some sort of spiritual retirement: heaviest luggage I've ever carried.

- Worse than Starkard's?

- Multiply that for thirty tourists.

- Oh, poor boy… We got some fish.

- Yes please! ! – the dragon boy exclaimed, overexcited.

- But you have to be very, very quiet, 'cause if my dad wakes up… – warned Hiccup, though his words sounded more as begging.

- You know? We reptiles are four times stealthier than you humans in your best moments, to say the least.

And only to prove his words true beyond any doubt he lifted an unaware Hiccup in his arms and went to the kitchen in an outstanding cat-like silence. Actually, Hiccup was the noisiest during the trip downstairs, with his pouty whispering of ten motives why Toothless should put him down.

- Keep complaining and you'll be the one to wake your father – teased Toothless, at last letting the boy touch the ground. Hiccup responded with one single hiccough.

Then he opened the fridge and pulled out a casserole of blackened tuna. "There you go". Toothless' face was the reflection of gratefulness when Hiccup offered him the dish, and for the next minutes he focused on eating to his heart's content. The Haddock boy couldn't help but giggle slightly: Toothless ate as much as Stoick!

- What's so funny? – wondered Toothless, his mouth full with fish. Hiccup shook his head in negation, and Toothless didn't press the matter any further since he was too busy licking the plate clean - Thanks.

- It's okay.

- There's one more thing I have to ask – announced Toothless, his voice suddenly gaining a lot of seriousness.

- What is it?

- Forgive me.

- What for? – Hiccup blinked, not knowing what was to come.

- This – and suddenly Toothless used a pressure-point maneuver on the joint of Hiccup's neck and jaw.

Everything went black.

.

When Hiccup woke up he felt a pulsing sensation on his neck, but nothing too serious to hurt. He was a bit dizzy, so it took him several minutes to realize he was back at the clearing. Toothless sat by his side, throwing tiny branches into the fireplace.

- Welcome back – he said.

Hiccup sort of glared at him, sobbing his neck.

- What was that for? – he groaned.

- The knock-out? Sorry about that, but to leave your house flying would pretty much ruin the surprise.

- Was it _really_ necessary? – now Hiccup was going upset. Such a lame excuse Toothless had just pronounced.

- I apologized in advance! – Toothless remembered, which softened a little bit Hiccup's expression - I know what it feels like; learned that trick from Evelyn, she knocked me out that way very often. I'll make it up to you.

- So are we finally going to fly?

- Yes.

This said Toothless kissed Hiccup's forehead and began to undress in front of him afterwards. Hiccup's face turned red as tomato.

- W-what are you doing?

- Taking my clothes off – Toothless shrugged, as if it were the most normal thing in the world -. Believe me, I've tried, but I can't find the store that sells the Hulk's pants; when I dragonize my human-sized clothes just shred apart.

Hiccup's embarrassment and demureness vanished with that joke, so he simply looked away as Toothless removed his clothes (the bellboy red uniform), still laughing. Fortunately he carried a backpack in which Toothless safely put his clothing.

The next second, when Hiccup turned around, the Night Fury was already there, greeting him with huge, bright green eyes and spread-out wings.

Hiccup felt a warm sensation grow inside his stomach at the sight. He had once come to believe that he'd never see that black dragon for a second time.

- Hello, again – he said, placing his hand on Toothless' forehead. The dragon rubbed his muzzle against his hand, and tilted his head up to lick Hiccup's cheek enthusiastically -. Let's go, then.

Toothless lowered his head so Hiccup could climb up his neck and seat on his back, between his wings. At the beginning the boy was nervous, and he required a couple minutes to get used to the idea of flying on top of a wild dragon (the "wild" word was quite fitting considering the lack of seatbelts or any sort of saddle, and thus the danger, but Hiccup was sure Toothless would take it easy).

- Okay – he sighed -, I'm ready.

Toothless looked back at him one last time and then started running to gain impulse, the quick movement scaring Hiccup to his core, but before he could scream how he'd changed his mind Toothless leapt with all his might and shook his wings… Two seconds later, when Hiccup opened his eyes one at a time, they were flying. They were flying! !

Flying! !

Hiccup felt an incontrollable glee grow inside of his chest, like a tickling and warm bubble expanding more and more, till his adrenaline shot up and he was euphoric. The squalls summoned by Toothless' flapping wings waved his hair in all directions, and a crazy laughter burst from his mouth, and he felt like screaming all his excitement out again and again and again. And every time he shouted Toothless elevated higher and higher until they were flying amidst the clouds, enveloping like a silver mist under the moonlight. There Toothless joined Hiccup in his euphoria and shot some plasma blasts that lit the clouds like blue lightning.

It was magical, the best experience Hiccup had ever lived.

He could get used to it, flying with Toothless…

.

When things turned too cold Toothless descended slowly until he flew ten meters above the treetops, Hiccup holding firmly onto his neck, enjoying the feeling of watching the world from the heights and the now soft breeze.

And then…

"What's that?"

Something caught Hiccup's attention suddenly. There were several light spots amongst the trees, as if some sort of huge camp had started many bonfires. Perhaps they were some of the tourists Toothless had mentioned, it wasn't normal to have so many people camping on that time of the year.

Toothless had also noticed them, and was as curious as Hiccup. He immediately turned back, describing a big circle around the area (he couldn't spin in a fast maneuver for Hiccup could fall down). He knew it was safer to get away before any of them caught a glimpse of the black shadow drifting on the clouded skies.

Then it happened.

A lightning passed by, almost touching one of Toothless' wings and causing Hiccup to stumble; he had to tighten his grip on Toothless' neck ferociously.

Problem was the lightning didn't strike them from above as expected: it had ascended from the forest. It had been shot at them from below.

Hunters! !

Right after the first lightning a second one came, and another one, and soon the whole forest emulated a rising, artificial electric storm.

Toothless did his best to evade the bolts, but having to take care of Hiccup limited his movements and speed. Everything was to no avail…

- TOOTHLESS! ! !

The lightning reached the Night Fury, and they both fell down…

.

.

It didn't hurt so much, though, when Hiccup hit the ground; maybe because Toothless protected him, embracing him with his wings. They rolled several meters downhill and finally crashed against a shrub. There Toothless blacked out, and Hiccup had to struggle to release himself from the protective hold.

Toothless was, again, seriously wounded. This time Hiccup soon realized something much worse had happened as pain brought the dragon back to his senses and he shrieked in agony, already noticing how fatal the wound was.

- Your tail… – muttered Hiccup, doing his best not to panic.

Toothless kept shrieking, pain piercing his whole body as the artificial lightning had.

Hiccup didn't know what to do. Healing scratches was one thing, but curing a lacerated tail? The black membranes were shredded. He clumsily wrapped the tail with both hands, trying to apply pressure to stop the copious bleeding; his efforts didn't seem to aid much.

Toothless yelled and growled and shook his wings in a convulsive way, pushing the human away. Hiccup was growing desperate by his impotence…

And only to make it worse, the noise and the moving lights revealed that the Hunters were obviously searching the area, not giving up in their chase of the Night Fury.

They were close. They would find them…

Hiccup had to think of a way to keep Toothless safe.

- Toothless – he called, but the agonizing beast didn't pay attention to him -. Toothless… I know it hurts, but you have to go human…

The dragon kept shrieking and trembling, so much that Hiccup had to force him quiet by surrounding his whole muzzle with both arms, pressing the reptile's head to the soil using all of his weight.

- Toothless please! ! You have to go human… – he begged, but realizing how he was still holding a dragon's head multiplied his anxiety. There was a knot in his throat - I'm here, I'm with you… but you have to go human! They're coming… Please, Toothless, please… _Humanize! !_

Toothless could only understand half the words Hiccup said, but something in the boy's desperation clicked inside his head. Employing whatever energy he had left, he turned into a human again, but that was the last thing he was capable of doing. Afterwards he lost conscience for good.

So now Hiccup was alone in the middle of the forest with an injured person in his arms.

He did what his survival instinct told him to: shielded Toothless with his own body and waited until the Hunters passed by. Those were unbearable minutes; he hugged Toothless with all his might, keeping his blood-stained head pressed against his chest, and prayed to all the gods that the shrub was big and thick enough to hide them from the scrutinizing looks of the vicious hunters.

Boiling tears blurred his vision, but he somehow managed to remain calm.

Half an hour later he grew convinced the Hunters had lost the Night Fury; now he could begin to think of a way to get out of there. "Focus – he encouraged himself -. You need to focus, there's no place for panic if you really want to help Toothless".

He studied Toothless carefully: his body was all covered in mud and blood, and his frayed tailfins had turned into a deep wound on his lower back. To prevent infections Hiccup had to get him properly washed, and to prevent hypothermia or some other complications he had to get Toothless clothed, for he was still as naked as a dragon. Doing things almost in some sort of automatic pilot Hiccup pulled the uniform out of his backpack and dressed Toothless, making sure to tear the shirt and improvise a bandage around his lower torso. It wouldn't be enough for that injure, though, it kept bleeding too much.

Now he had to figure out how to take Toothless somewhere safe. He knew they weren't far from the forest's border, he'd seen a glimpse of city light far in the horizon before Toothless was knocked out. If only he could make it to the road…

_"Whatever I have to do: I will protect you"._

Filled with determination Hiccup placed Toothless' arm around his shoulder and began dragging him carefully through the woods. He wished he were strong enough to carry him, but wishful thinking wouldn't take him anywhere so he preferred to focus on his task: "Help Toothless, heal him, keep him safe". The physical sacrifice required for it was the last thing to worry about, it was all means. If it helped him fulfill his goal, whatever it was, he could take it.

.

An hour later Hiccup finally reached the main road and stepped on the pavement. He looked in both directions, but no cars were driving by. He gave it a second thought, anyways, because taking a ride would mean having to give explanations to some stranger. Then his panicked brain finally remembered he owned a cellular. Would he have any signal? Well, it was probable considering how his father's call interrupted his first moment with the Night Fury weeks ago. He confirmed that miraculous fact when he fished the phone out of his backpack.

He called the only one who could help him, yet the phone rang and rang and a mechanic feminine voice informed him the cellular he was trying to contact was either turned off or out of the service zone. Probably the phone's battery had died in the middle of the night and he didn't notice.

Fishlegs couldn't help them.

Hiccup's anxiety returned with all potency in a second. The flush of relief that filled him for reaching the road and having his fully-functional cell vanished.

Toothless leaned, still unconscious, against the closest tree while Hiccup screamed and stomped and cursed everyone and everything, frustrated, desperate and powerless as he felt.

What could he do? To whom could he go to?

He needed to get Toothless out of there. Where were they to begin with? In the outer limits of the forest, twenty kilometers away from the city, the very least. He needed a car. Fishlegs didn't drive. He needed someone who owned a car. His father? No, that wasn't even an option. Toothless' landlady? No, he didn't have her number, and she for sure didn't have a car. But not only was the car an important consideration, he also needed to reach a safe place in the shortest period of time… Too much for his list of people-to-trust.

Hiccup needed someone trustworthy, who could drive and had access to a car 24/7, and that someone had to live near enough of the forest, at the city's borders…

Realization hit Hiccup so abruptly it truly seemed like a miracle.

He searched in his contacts list:

"Astrid Hofferson".

.

.

The popcorn bowl was completely abandoned at the closest corner of the table; neither Astrid nor Ruffnut wanted to risk getting food stuck in their throats if they needed to shout.

Astrid's parents were gone for the weekend, so she seized the opportunity to organize a private party (meaning she invited only the non-bully Vikings), but now the party was over and everybody went home Ruffnut decided to stay and organize a terror-movie marathon only for best friends. There they were, lights out, sitting on Astrid's fancy couch, half-hiding under a blanket, watching the most terrifying movies Ruffnut was able to find. Their eyes were glued to the tv.

- Don't go there! You'll die! ! – yelled Ruffnut at the screen - She's so gonna die, ain't she?

- Yup – the blonde nodded -. Question is how…

- Wanna make a bet?

- What? – Astrid whispered, barely daring to ruin the scary mood with her voice.

- The one who screams when she dies… buys breakfast for the other the whole week.

- You're in… Oh-shit-that's-it! – Astrid began biting her nails.

- Don't-scream-don't-scream… – Ruffnut muttered to herself.

The girl on the screen committed the stupidity of walking alone into the dark and spooky tunnel…

Then the phone rang in the middle of the night.

Both Astrid and Ruffnut screamed at the top of her lungs and nearly jumped off the couch to hide behind it.

- It's the phone! ! It's the phone! – Astrid realized a couple seconds later - Don't worry, it's just my cell phone…

- Phones don't ring at friggin' four in the morning! ! ! – complained a terrified Ruffnut.

- I'm not answering – Astrid announced (the last phone-call someone answered that night ended in his brutal murder).

They both stared at the cellular until it stopped ringing, and sighed incredibly relieved when it did.

- You're such a scaredy-cat – mocked Ruffnut.

- Says the girl with the blanket over her head – Astrid teased back.

Ruffnut quickly left her hidey-hole beneath the blanket.

- No, seriously, who the hell calls at friggin' four in the mornin'? – wondered Ruffnut.

- Could it be Tuffnut? He knew we'd be watching horror movies…

- Yeah, actually, that could be him – Ruffnut scratched her chin to later smash her fist against the table -. That stupid belchin' worm…! !

The phone began ringing again.

- Ok, that's not Tuffnut – said the twin, pretty convinced -. His phone-jokes take at least a ten minutes break. He needs time to laugh his ass off, you know…

- Then who is it? – Astrid felt a void at the base of her stomach - Maybe it's a real call… An emergency?

- Your parents?

Less than a second later Astrid had already picked the phone with trembling hands.

- Hello? – there was a moment of silence as the other person thanked the gods and cleared his evidently dry throat - Hello?

- Astrid, I need a favor – said a desperate someone.

- What's goin' on? – whispered Ruffnut, curious. Astrid shushed her at once.

- Who is it? – the blonde demanded to know.

- Please, we need help… – begged the desperate one.

Astrid's eyes widened as she recognized the voice.

- Hiccup? ?

.

- So, le' me see if I get it – said Ruffnut as she climbed on the copilot's seat -. For some strange reason your ex-boyfriend's stuck in the middle of the woods and he needs you to go pick him up?

- Yes – confirmed Astrid as she adjusted her seatbelt and put the keys in place.

- And we're goin'?

- Well, what do you think? – Astrid started the car and stepped hard on the accelerator. Sometimes her best friend was simply exasperating.

- I say we are – responded Ruffnut. Astrid growled lowly -. Why?

- Okay, Ruff, we're not… I mean… If I needed help and Hiccup was my only option, he'd help me, okay? No more questions, please.

Ruffnut kept quiet for a couple seconds playing with the switch of the automatic windows. When Astrid glared at her in irritation she stopped.

- I didn't mean "why" as in "why are we goin'?" – Ruffnut sort of apologized -. I mean: Why do we have to pick him up in the middle of _nowhere_?

- We'll find out soon enough.

Astrid studied quickly the empty avenue in search for patrols; since she didn't see any, she dared skipping the red light. Ruffnut was honestly astounded.

- You realize is 4am? Saturday night? Isn't that weird? I mean, it's Hiccup Haddock we're talking about…

- Okay, that's enough – Astrid interrupted -. You didn't listen to him, Ruff. He was _desperate_, panicked… Something really bad just happened…

- How bad?

Astrid lowered the speed just enough to fix her eyes on her best friend in the gravest expression ever.

- He said "_we_ need your help".

- O…k…

.

.

Hiccup kept watching his cellular's clock, while cradling Toothless' head in his lap. Astrid said she'd go, Astrid said she'd help them. Where was she?

Toothless moaned slightly, the evolution of his pain forcing him to awake.

- Shh, it's fine. You're gonna be alright. Help's coming, Toothless – Hiccup murmured in his ear. It was so cold that his breath turned to steam when speaking.

Seeing the road was still empty Hiccup took the time to check Toothless' improvised bandage: the white shirt was now as red tainted as the rest of the bellboy uniform. The wound was obviously deeper than expected.

Hiccup was forced to bite his hand in order to keep his emotions under control. One single tear slid down his left cheek…

He would've lost his faith if not for the gentle hand that cleaned the tear from his face. Toothless looked at him through weary eyes, his fingers trembling due to weakness.

- Hiccup…

He held Toothless' hand against his cheek as he promised, once again, that everything would be alright.

Hiccup's cellular rang, stunning Toothless with its sound. He answered immediately.

- Where are you? – said Astrid -. I've been driving down the forest road back and forth for ten minutes now and I don't see you.

- Keep driving – urged Hiccup -. You'll see us.

He hung the phone and stood up, carrying Toothless as best as he could, and headed to the road, hoping the only one to see them would be Astrid and not some Hunters.

Toothless was half-unconscious again, but he somehow managed to stand on his own, making things for Hiccup much easier.

Two lights floating above the pavement blinded the brown-haired boy partially. Astrid stopped her car right in front of him with a screech of the wheels.

- Oh, shit… – said Ruffnut from the copilot seat, staring at the dark figures standing in the middle of the road -. Toothless Night? ? Is that really Toothless Night? ?

- Yeah, that's him…

Astrid wasn't as surprised as her friend, of course, after all she'd already seen and heard trustworthy sources that rumored about the two boys' unusual relationship. She was more worried about the emergency, so she focused: she'd promised help and she was there to provide it, not to judge or question.

- …And he's blood-covered… Hurry up, let's go! ! – she urged.

Both girls got off the car and ran towards Hiccup to help him heave Toothless into the back seat, where Hiccup climbed as well to take care of him.

Though both girls noticed the boy's obvious discomfort for having Ruffnut there too they didn't make any comments about it, as neither did he. The three of them simply established an implicit agreement as soon as laid eyes on each other: they'd do what was to be done first, and think of important questions later.

He didn't exteriorize it, but Hiccup was endlessly grateful for the girls' discretion.

- So, where to Hiccup? – asked Astrid a minute later, ready to step on the pedal.

- I was hoping you'd let us use your garage…

- My parents are gone for the weekend, you can stay in my house – she informed.

And step on the pedal she did.

Hiccup, in the meantime, didn't pay attention to anyone or anything, he was too busy trying to control Toothless' unstoppable bleeding: unfortunately all the movement required to get him to the road and into the car only aggravated the injury.

Sometimes Astrid and Ruffnut would take a peek at the back seat through the rear-view mirror, feel incredibly sad watching Hiccup's angst, and then exchange a look between themselves to remind each other how they should keep their mouths shut.

Nobody talked during the journey, and the only noises to be heard were the motor's roar and Toothless' pained groans.

Only once Hiccup shushed him affectionately.

"Everything will be alright".

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note: <strong>_Chan-chan-cháaaan- - -. Ehm, that's how suspense music sounds like in spanish, yeah. Onomatopoeias, you know, they change from place to place.

So, yeah, I almost killed Toothless here. But you know what the saddest part is? That Hiccup couldn't enjoy naked Toothless because he was, you know, kind of dying in his arms... Yeah... (-Just kidding, he's not going to die... [Yet] Damn it Squirrel! Spoiling is one thing but lying is an entirely different matter!-). I bet you didn't see _that_ coming!

I wonder if this abrupt fall from heaven and all the way down to hell (literally) is somehow product of my shitty week... No, it can't, this was written ages ago. Or maybe it can be? Did I predict the future? I mean, I started with Hulk and Buckbeak and fun and... somehow ended up here... Oh, damn.

.

Whatever, let's move on to the happy part of the chapter. And the Oscar goes to... my reviewers! **Thank you** very much!

AlexJohnD, Hi Mr Whale, NlightsofAlaska, AtkiakFF, AliceCullen3,

Amy-the-Book-Nerd, Monn's Secret Dream, DragonDude23,

PrincessOfTheNight01, BeautifulBayonetta, simoka, Psycho-Pacgirl,

Loti-miko, Ancientathens, No No 22, Heather Dehmer, SweetTooth4Romance.

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_
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**Chapter 11: Alliance.**

**.**
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- Alright, Ruff, you park the car, I'll help take Toothless in – ordered Astrid as soon as they arrived at her house.

She stopped on the front entrance and got off to open the left door of the back seat. At the beginning Hiccup stared at her warily, not wanting to let go of Toothless, but in the end he let her grab the unconscious boy's legs while he held his arms and they heaved him out of the car and up the frontal steps.

- You really gonna let me drive? – asked a wide-eyed (and enthusiastic) Ruffnut.

- I said "park", don't get too overexcited. One scratch and I'll drive over your head – Astrid growled.

- Ok! Give it a thought next time – Ruffnut complained, dignified.

- There won't be next time. Just this one: desperate times, desperate measures – Astrid gritted. It was no time for argues with her best friend, there were more urgent matters to attend, as Hiccup's piercing gaze reminded her every second.

So Ruffnut drove (slowly) away and Astrid opened the door almost with a kick.

- We got a guest room on the first floor, let's take him there – she said.

Hiccup nodded, biting his lower lip in a gesture that denoted all the effort it took him to carry Toothless, but this gesture expressed a lot of determination at the same time. Astrid had never seen such expression in his face, she was honestly astounded by how deeply Hiccup cared about Toothless. Was really their relationship so strong?

Once inside the room they laid Toothless carefully on the bed, the sheets immediately staining with his blood. Hiccup let out a fearful sigh through gritted teeth. "I have to do something" he mentally recriminated himself, guilt eating his guts.

- This room has a private bathroom: shower, bathtub, first-aids kit… pretty much everything… – said Astrid - You think you'll need anything else? – Hiccup clumsily shook his head in negation - Okay. I'll go make sure Ruffnut hasn't crashed my car and I'll be back.

That said, Astrid turned over her heels and crossed the door, but before she disappeared of sight Hiccup called her.

- Astrid! – she looked in his direction, he nodded -…Thanks…

- Don't thank me just yet – she shook her head in negation, making it clear that as soon as Toothless felt better she'd ask a gazillion questions: that was her price.

When she left, Hiccup gulped, but he couldn't help it. Things were already done, he had no option but providing some answers. He didn't have to tell the absolute truth, though, that was at least a bit solacing. He better thought of a good convincing lie.

He closed the door and ran into the bathroom to prepare all he'd need in his nursing mission. He took the first-aid kit with him to the bed and started removing Toothless' clothes, which took him quite a while, for they were glued to his skin because of the blood. He had to get that wound cleaned at once, otherwise Toothless could get an infection and…

- Argh! – Toothless screamed, the pain of having the improvised bandage unglued abruptly from his back bringing him to reality once more.

- Sorry! I'm sorry! – Hiccup immediately apologized, but he quickly got down to the job and started cleaning Toothless' back with alcohol and a wet towel. The burning sensation shot Toothless' adrenaline and woke him up fully; he growled - I know it hurts, but I have to clean it. I'll be fast, I promise…

- No – Toothless murmured amidst the thick mist enveloping his brain. He wasn't completely conscious of the world around him, but one thing he did know… and he needed Hiccup to know it was well -, don't do that…

- What? Toothless, I know it hurts like hell but you could get infected if I don't- - -!

- Cauterize it – the dragon boy interrupted, deadly serious in his words. He stared fixedly at Hiccup through pain-filled yet determined eyes.

- _What?!_

- You gotta close the wound… – Toothless moaned, his voice barely more than a whisper. The only reason Hiccup could hear him talk is because he was completely panicked and all of his senses were in the biggest state of alert - If I can't heal myself… won't stop bleeding… Blood-loss is too dangerous for dragons…

- Bu-but I can't- - -

- Do it, Hiccup – Toothless commanded, making it somehow sound as a plea thanks to his wounded looks.

- I don't have the proper materials!

Hiccup was desperately searching for any excuse not to do it. Cauterization? Really? Of course it made sense considering Toothless is a dragon and dragons breathe fire, and it was just natural for a dragon to treat his wounds with fire just like dogs and cats lick themselves to heal scratches. But if Toothless couldn't do it himself, Hiccup wasn't going to risk it. He really wasn't.

Nonetheless Toothless, even weak as he obviously was, seemed definitely determined not to accept "no" for an answer. He had no right to ask this from Hiccup, he knew perfectly what a shock it was, but it was necessary.

- Burn me if you have to… – he insisted, his eyes turning glassy as he tried to restrain his expressions of pain.

- I can't do that! – whined Hiccup; he really, really couldn't, not if it meant taking the slightest risk of worsening Toothless' injure.

- Blood-loss is too dangerous… – Toothless kept mumbling, his mind drifting farther by the second, unconsciousness was threatening to take him once again, such was the weakness of his whole body - If you don't do it, Hiccup… I can't…

- Toothless – Hiccup held his hand, desperation running through his face -, I promised I'd do anything, but I'm afraid I'll only hurt you worse…

- You won't… – Toothless said - _I trust you_…

That's when Toothless lost his connection with the world… again, and that's when Hiccup understood he _had_ to do it.

He didn't even think it through, he didn't wait for Astrid to return; he simply left the room stealthy and quick as a shadow (learned that from Toothless), headed to the kitchen and grabbed the first thing he found capable of starting a fire.

Back in the room he somehow managed to wake Toothless up, removed his own belt and gave it to him so he had something to bite. "This will hurt" he warned. The black-haired guy looked at him saying "I know" with his bright green eyes, but instead he dimly repeated: _"I trust you"_.

Hiccup breathed in and out deeply as he bit his lips and closed his eyes for a second. He needed to be calm and cold-headed in order to do what he was about to.

Toothless had said "burn me if necessary", and if Hiccup would save him by doing so, burn he will…

.

.

So Astrid finally pulled Ruffnut out of her (miraculously safely parked) car and dragged her to the house, where she was sure they would be needed, yet the twin girl refused to follow and she ended up pulling Astrid out of the house to have a private talk.

- I'm shocked, Astrid – Ruffnut said, waving her hands in the air -. I'm stupefied, I- - - Hell! I feel like Tuffnut!

- Okay, that's… bad – Astrid wasn't sure whether to laugh before her friend's funny gestures or remember the seriousness of the situation. She let Ruffnut determine the course of the conversation: lightness or graveness?

- Yeah. I mean… Hiccup Haddock and Toothless Night? – Ruffnut's high-pitched voice was all the answer Astrid needed: lightness - You kiddin' me or what?

- We don't know- - -

- Astrid – Ruffnut drew a poker-face -, we've heard the rumors at school and we just kinda helped them in, like, the weirdest situation _ever_…

- Well, it's definitely been the weirdest weekend of mine… But you saw Toothless, it was an emergency. The least we can do is… – the blonde sighed - give them the benefit of doubt.

- You give it, I don't have to – the twin washed her hands.

Ruffnut crossed her arms over her chest and pursed her lips. Astrid perfectly copied her expression, adding a dignified frown of her own.

- You're as meddled in this as I am.

Realizing Astrid was not far from getting upset, Ruffnut dropped her arms to the sides and adopted the most relaxed tone of voice she could summon. Wasn't a hard mission for her, after all she was famous for her light mood, as well as her twin.

- Yeah, but I haven't dated Hiccup – she joked. Astrid blushed, but Ruffnut's strategy was perfect and instead of going mad Astrid let her shame turn into humor.

- You were after Toothless; that counts – a vengeful smile lit up her reddened face.

- For a week!

- Still counts – Astrid teased.

They couldn't help but laugh all-heartedly as only best friends can. Then silence settled comfortably between them and they seized it, being one of those rare times where the lack of words helps you feel more connected with someone. They looked up at the cloudy sky and wished stars were actually visible, as in those good old days when they were eight years old and used to camp on Astrid's garden in what were the coolest sleepovers ever (cool meaning cold as well). Ruffnut muttered something about the clouds being stupid for ruining their memories and Astrid chuckled along.

- You realize is the first time we've ever kind of argued over men? – said Astrid as she gazed towards the house, identifying the window of the first floor's guest room.

- Over two guys who aren't even interested in us! – replied Ruffnut, mocking as usual -. I feel so stupid… It's official: I feel like Tuffnut.

Astrid laughed out loud against her will, incapable of holding back. Just like ten years ago, Ruffnut was still capable of always bringing a huge smile onto her face, despite the situation. Like that time when Astrid's parents seemed to be getting a divorce, which in the end they didn't, but it was only thanks to Ruffnut and her unbreakable (and silly) spirit that Astrid could pretend nothing happened and move on. This time wasn't very different.

- I'm glad you came with me, Ruff – she said, truly meaning every word she pronounced -. I'd have serious problems dealing with all this on my own.

- Not that you got any less problems with me around but… Naah, what're friends for?

- You saved me the remorse, you know? If you weren't here I'd have to worry about keeping all of this a secret. But since you are here, I can tell you everything without breaking any promise. Thanks for that.

- Lucky you – Ruffnut smiled lightheartedly.

- Yay for me – Astrid tried to smile, but suddenly realized she couldn't do it anymore -. It's… hard to digest, anyways.

- What? Your ex and _Night Fury_? – Ruffnut emphasized Toothless' nickname doing a spooky mimic with her hands, though as soon as she noticed Astrid didn't laugh at all she regretted it. Suddenly her blonde friend looked all sad and serious.

- Sometimes I do regret breaking up with him – Astrid confessed, hugging herself absentmindedly -. Hiccup's such a nice guy…

So that's where the sadness came from. Ruffnut tried to push the "serious" button inside her head and did her best to dedicate a solacing and comprehensive look to her best friend.

- You jealous of the bleedin' guy over there?

- A bit – Astrid felt like such an awful person when saying that.

- But you never really liked Hiccup…

- I did… for a time… Like a crush.

- Crushes don't build relationships – Ruffnut tried to advice -. Ask Tuffnut 'bout it. Or even Snotlout, he's got the biggest crush on you, you know.

- I liked the way he made me feel… so special, and important – Astrid went on, nostalgia flooding her voice. Ruffnut bit her lips to keep herself from saying something silly. She was great when it came to offending the ex-boyfriends, but when it came to Hiccup she couldn't say anything against, and thus she had no idea of what to say -. He didn't like me because of the basketball, my popularity, or my looks… It was something else entirely, and I'll never know what. Nobody else has seen that in me again… I wonder if I still have it…

- Why don't you just ask him?

- He wouldn't remember… now that he's got Toothless…

- Oh…

- Yeah, I know – Astrid sighed, somewhat alleviated: finally Ruff understood her sadness -. And I believe he never quite identified what _that_ was. Maybe that's why we broke up. He didn't like me enough.

- You neither – reminded Ruffnut, as tactful as she could -. Why suddenly all jealous?

- I guess I was already used to have his attention exclusively for me. Feels weird to know he won't be there for me anymore. …

- So you'll miss his _disposition_ – Ruffnut understood, too proud of her brilliance that she forgot to notice she'd offended Astrid terribly.

- It's complicated – Astrid replied, looking away in shame. Put in those words it sounded so selfish…

- You're givin' me headaches – now Ruffnut had really lost it.

- Well, we don't have to talk about it if- - -

A single, sharp and agonizing scream was heard all of a sudden, but as soon as it echoed, it vanished, almost as if it had been a product of their imagination.

They went deadly quiet, both completely dazed.

- You heard that? – Ruffnut muttered.

- Came from my house, right?

Two seconds later they were already running at top speed towards the house.

- What's your guess? Hiccup or Toothless? – Ruffnut laid the bet.

- Or none… It's like the scream just vanished. You sure we turned off the TV?

- If _that_ was a movie scream, you got _the_ surround.

- Oh, shut up and keep moving!

.

.

Toothless halved Hiccup's belt from the deep bites his pain pushed him to give, but at least that worked as a container and only one powerful scream escaped his mouth. Even without the belt between his teeth, though, he wasn't going to express his pain any further: he was being burned, it was _fire_, and fire could not hurt dragons. Of course is not the same to get your skin burnt than the flesh and muscle beneath; fire is not supposed to slip beyond the scales of a dragon, or the specific organs destined to produce it.

He was sure he'd ripped the mattress, but when he looked back at his hands they were only a human's. Closing his fist around the pillow he'd dug his head into, Toothless finally felt the pain remit. Hiccup's hand softly caressed his back, transmitting relief through his fingertips as they trailed down Toothless' spine, carefully avoiding the burnt skin.

- Are you alright? – Hiccup begged more than asked.

- It… hurts less…

- Are you sure?

- Yes… Thanks.

Hiccup exhaled all the air contained in his lungs, letting out all of his anxiety, preoccupation and fear with it. He dropped himself next to Toothless, staring fixedly in the teary green eye that peeked upon the pillow.

- Thank you – Toothless repeated.

- I was so scared…

- I know. I'm sorry. I'll make sure this doesn't happen again.

Hiccup nodded before Toothless' implied promise of being extra careful from now on.

- You should get some rest now. You lost too much… blood…

- Look at me – Toothless complained as he looked at his red-stained hand, drawing the weakest half-smile he could summon -. I just wanna take a shower…

- Do it in the morning. For now just sleep.

- It's morning already…

- Not if I close the curtains – Hiccup stood up and headed to the window. He took a quick glance at the pink-colored clouded sky before shutting the thick blue drapes.

Now that the few lights were out and the invading daybreak had been exiled from that room, Toothless couldn't help but letting his eyes slowly close. He hadn't realized how tired he felt until Hiccup mentioned the tempting word "sleep". He was weak and emotionally worn out, of course he needed a good rest if he ever wanted to recover.

- Promise you'll wake me up in three hours – he asked.

- I'll be here. Promise.

Hiccup could hear how Toothless pronounced his name before falling asleep for good. He drew a timid grateful smile, and left the room.

.

When he opened the door, however, Ruffnut fell at his feet, her eyes wide open and her whole face red. Astrid stood only a couple steps away, hiding her ashamed face behind both hands. They had obviously eavesdropped the whole time, that couldn't be more evident even if Ruffnut denied the whole deal without being asked, which she did.

- We're so sorry, Hiccup – Astrid instantly apologized after her best friend ridiculously gave them away: "Wasn't spying… I was sleeping against the door".

- You spied us? – Hiccup closed the door behind him and focused his indignation-filled look on the two blondes before him, one standing up, the other kneeling down.

- We didn't mean to! – swore Astrid - We heard some screaming and then utter silence and we didn't know what to think… Are you two alright?

- What were you doin' there? – interfered Ruffnut - Were you makin'- - -OUCH!

Astrid practically stomped on Ruffnut's hand to shut her up before she said the stupidity she was for sure about to pronounce. Unfortunately Hiccup did get the message, and he hiccoughed and blushed so hard that his freckles disappeared in his colored face.

- I was… giving Toothless first aids, thank you – he replied.

- How is he? – Astrid showed interest only to distract Hiccup from their intromission.

- Better – he nodded.

- That's… good, yeah – she didn't sound pretty convinced, but luckily none of the others were capable of noticing that detail. Astrid gulped, uncomfortable and angry at herself. She hated to admit it, but she didn't feel too much compassion for Toothless. Not in the last thirty five minutes of her life. She hated feeling like such a bad person -. Let's go to the kitchen and have some early breakfast, okay?

- I'm in – decided Hiccup.

- Ouch – whimpered Ruffnut, still massaging her sore hand, but followed the others towards the kitchen anyway.

.

Last night's party's leftover turned out as a pretty decent food since no one felt in the mood of cooking anything, so Astrid simply put a plate in the microwave and waited as she watched Ruffnut stick her hand into the fridge, because she was way too lazy to prepare a proper bag of ice. Astrid simply rolled her eyes and smirked. What a pity in the second she saw Hiccup's anxious expression her joker smile vanished. He obviously knew what was to come: the time for questions… and answers.

Astrid felt a bit guilty for placing Hiccup in such an uncomfortable position, but it couldn't be helped.

- Want some coffee? – she offered, more or less as a subtle sign of peace.

- You really think coffee is the best option for me right now? I thought I was already edgy enough.

- You're right – now the girl felt silly for suggesting it, but at least there was a tinge of sarcasm in Hiccup's words, which could be actually a good omen -. No coffee. Tea?

- Err… – Hiccup doubted whether accepting the offer or reminding his hostess that he had two hands and was perfectly capable of serving himself; but Astrid was merely trying to be nice, he couldn't refuse without seeming rude - Yeah, thanks.

- My hand's freezin'! – moaned Ruffnut from the other corner of the kitchen.

- Then get it out of the fridge! – Astrid exclaimed - You're brainless, Ruff, seriously.

- Whose fault is it? You stomped on my hand!

- For obvious reasons – the girl scolded.

- It was just a question: what were they d- - -

- Don't! – Astrid interrupted.

- Well, if he didn't want us to be suspicious, shouldn't have locked the door…

- May be, but still, that's no reason to shove your suspicions on him- - -

- Girls, I'm here – Hiccup felt the need of doing something not to have the girls talking as if he weren't present. If they were going to start a game of who asks the most embarrassing questions, he didn't want to be in the middle of the round.

- Sorry – Astrid pulled a mask of seriousness over her face only a second later -. We should get talking about important issues. Are you sure Toothless is gonna be alright? That was a lot of blood… He needs a doctor.

- No. He's fine – Hiccup assured, seeming uncomfortable but definitely determined -. And even if he weren't… we can't just go to the hospital.

- Why not? – Astrid insisted - Hiccup, I'm sure you understand that he needs a pro- - -

- We can't afford it.

- Well, sure you can ask for help. Maybe your father- - -

- Whoa! – Hiccup screamed in such loud voice he startled both girls. He pushed the chair when he stood up, accentuating his anxiousness with the metallic screech, waving his hands madly in utter negation – Whoa! No. Just no… That's not even an option, Astrid – he massaged his forehead, frowning and closing his eyes -. You have any idea of how many things I'd have to explain? ? I can hear my dad saying: "Who is he an' why am I payin' his bills?"

- And _who's_ Toothless Night? – Ruffnut immediately sneaked in the conversation, wearing her best curious and teasing expression. Her eyes widened in excitement, staring fixedly - Tell us, Hiccup – she invited.

- That's… a very _indiscrete_ question…

- So… you and Toothless…? – Astrid couldn't help but wondering. Hiccup's silence and increasing flush were more than enough of an answer, even though he didn't intend them to be. His stupid hiccup habit gave the final confirmation.

When the message finally sank in Ruffnut's brain, she let out a somewhat mocking squeal, pulled her hand out of the fridge and pointed a swelled up finger at Hiccup, calling her best "Ha! I so knew it!". Then she started an incoherent speech of how she was so right and now Astrid owed her a gazillion things for losing the bet they'd made the other day in PE class and how Tuffnut would be her slave for the rest of the year because she'd just won their post-Night-Fury-event bet. Hiccup reddened to the ears.

Astrid stared at him blankly, as if she were still working on digesting this new bunch of unnecessary information. Damn Ruffnut and her ill-timed curiosity!

- We're not telling anyone – Astrid promised -. I swear- - - _We_ swear it.

- But Astrid…!

- We _so_ swear to keep it secret. Right Ruff?

- Fine – she groaned -. But they gotta come out sooner or later, and when that happens everyone's payin' their bets to me!

- Girls, still here – interfered Hiccup. Coming out? Was Ruffnut Thorston really applying that term to Toothless and himself? What had he just done?

- Alright, that's enough. Next topic – Astrid declared, punching her best friend slightly on the head -. You gotta tell us more.

- I think you've heard enough already – he refused, feeling humiliated to the core.

- If you really care about him you have to tell us _what_ happened. Everything… so we can help – Astrid insisted.

- Why were you in the forest? – inquired a tactless Ruffnut.

Hiccup sighed, trying to swallow his regret and do what he had to. He had to provide some answers, some sort of alibi; those girls just pulled him out of the biggest problem he'd faced in his life so far. They've helped him, but more important, they've helped Toothless. He had to tell them something, anything. He sighed again.

- I… like stargazing.

- So _romantic_…

At the beginning Hiccup believed Ruffnut was merely being sarcastic, but something in her suddenly dreamy eyes made him reconsider it, and he ended up curling a smile, which caused the girl to blush for being discovered.

Ruffnut's comprehensive appreciation of love, however, didn't do anything to veer Astrid's thoughts off the course they were taking. "The things he'd have to explain…"

- If you're so afraid of your father asking about Toothless… No one knew about this… stargazing tour, right? Means you escaped your house, didn't you? – the blonde understood, dedicating an inquisitive look with her sky-blue eyes.

Hiccup shifted his weight uncomfortably from one foot to the other; he shrugged.

- Well… Yeah.

Astrid's expression was filled with reproach.

- And how do you plan going back?

- I don't. I'm staying with Toothless till he gets better.

- Do you realize it's six in the morning?

- I'm dead, I know. But I'm not leaving Toothless. I'll have to cope with whatever punishment my father comes up with.

He was resigned, he wasn't even afraid of the consequences. All he was worried about was Toothless. Astrid swallowed hard, now that was true depth of feelings.

- Or… I could drive you home before he wakes up – she offered -. You might be in time to fool him yet. Have breakfast together, then tell him you got an appointment and come back.

- Thanks, but… no. It's useless, he must be awake by now. I bet he's already called me ten times or more. I'll figure out when I turn my cell on.

- I know what you can do! – Ruffnut exclaimed out of the blue -. Works for me: tell him you made this bet of doin' something at dawn and left before he woke up. Been gone all night, that's like a year of punishment. Been gone a couple hours without permission, that's a month, tops.

- Brainless – Astrid sang lowly in a high-pitched, teasing voice. Ruffnut heard her anyways.

- Oh, shut up, scaredy-cat! – she demanded. Pretending to be offended, she stood from the table and headed to the door - Ok, I'll let you talk. I'll go check on Toothless.

- Don't, please – disallowed Hiccup.

- Ok! I'll go check your tv, Astrid.

And then Ruffnut left.

Hiccup stared for a long minute at the open door and the void across it. He wished he could still see Ruffnut's braided sand-blonde hair.

- You sure she'll keep the secret? – he asked Astrid, denoting nervousness.

- She's harmless, that's not the way she likes to tease people – the girl reassured -. She'll smack Toothless' head with a racquet before she gives away your secret, and she's not _that_ silly.

Hiccup buried his face in one hand, blushing slightly.

- Odin, how did this happen?

- I don't know – Astrid regained seriousness. She crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow -, you explain it to me. You were stargazing, and…?

- There was an accident at the camp… – Astrid's eyebrow touched her hairline; her face was transparent in expression, she was literally asking in the most sarcastic way ever "What accident? Let me guess! He fell downstairs". Try again, the boy urged himself - A wolf, actually. Toothless saved my life.

- _Wolves?_ Hiccup, he really needs to see a doctor!

- He's fine! I made sure of that…

- And all the blood…?

- Not Toothless'. Sorry if we scared you, we couldn't think properly – Hiccup surprised himself of how convincing all of his words sounded when he spoke.

- Oh… right – Astrid blinked, letting this new and confusing information sink in. She couldn't process a suspicion right now -. Well, makes sense, I guess, considering he actually kicked Green Death- - -Wait, aren't wolves an endangered species?

- Astrid, please…

- Alright, alright. Sorry – she wove her hands and looked away -. You were scared, panicked… pretty desperate… You sure he's gonna be fine?

- He said so… and I believe him – Hiccup said, firmly.

Astrid studied the boy's expression carefully. All the things she saw there… it was the first time she ever saw them. She'd never witnessed a relationship like that one, not only because of the whole boy/boy issue (which was completely new and intriguing on its own); everything about Hiccup and Toothless' interactions was unique… intense and mysterious.

- You two guys are going really serious, aren't you? – she found her mouth pronouncing before her mind registered she'd formulated the question.

Hiccup doubted whether answering or not, because that would mean openly accepting he was emotionally involved with Dean "Toothless" Night, which he hadn't exactly done, and for which he needed Toothless' approval.

But he felt he could trust Astrid; he'd always felt it. He owed her, and she'd understand.

In the end he didn't say anything, he simply nodded and smiled.

.

An hour later Hiccup went back to the guest room to check on Toothless, and Astrid joined Ruffnut, who was now watching morning tv as she waited for the other two to discuss whatever they had to discuss. She looked bored; Astrid collapsed to her side.

- I just survived half an hour of awkward silence – she shared, sounding exhausted.

- And I survived the morning news – responded Ruffnut with humor. Astrid giggled - Weirdest weekend ever? – Ruff dropped the question, casually.

- Yup – Astrid agreed, taking the remote from her friend's hands.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note: <strong>_I should believe that the secret won't remain secret for too long, right?Person by person, slowly, but eventually everyone will know about them.

And I mean everyone like in EVERYONE, both friends and... not so friends (Squirrel! !)

.

Now, many of you have mentioned how you just knew that Toothless was losing his tail. Well, technically he hasn't "lost" it yet, let me tell you that I love references and use them a lot, but don't worry, even with those details this story won't become predictable. I'm pretty sure I'm gonna surprise you a lot with upcoming chapters.

.

Thank you very much to my readers and reviewers and lots of love everyone!

Ancientathens, DragonDude23, Shy Owl, AliceCullen3,

BeautifulBayonetta, AlexJohnD, PrincessOfTheNight01, Psycho-Pacgirl.

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_

.

Show me some love, you people, I need some fuel to keep writing.
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_**Note:**_ I can only say that this chapter might earn a fair amount of... No, I won't say it, it will pretty much ruin the surprise, but if you've read chapter 12 of "Ruleta Rusa" you know what's coming... sort of.

Go, read! READ! !

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 12: Broken.**

**.**

**.**

The intruder daylight made hundreds of color sparkles burst beneath Toothless' closed eyelids, forcing his eyes finally open. His orbs gleamed like yellow-tainted emeralds. He blinked repeatedly, trying to get used to the light.

He was sleeping so comfortably. And for the first time in quite a while, he didn't dream at all; it was all peaceful black inside his head. That's how tired he was, his mind didn't even have the energy to produce nightmares as would be usual given the circumstances. Who would break the empty peace he was at last experimenting and why?

- Are you awake now? – came the familiar voice. The puzzle in Toothless' head solved itself and brought him back to the real world - How are you feeling?

If he felt like cursing even at Hiccup for waking him up that was the first signal that something was going really wrong. Had he not remembered he'd asked the other boy to do so, Toothless might have aggressively snapped at him. "Alright, serene yourself. You got no energy to waste with pointless arguing" Toothless thought.

- It's been three hours already? – he managed to whimper, sounding like a spoiled little kid - Five minutes?

Hiccup smiled, Toothless couldn't see it for he was still light-blinded, but he sensed the grin on his voice.

- I'll always keep you to your word, trust that. Again, how are you feeling?

"Not five minutes, then" the dragon boy complained, but wisely kept it to himself.

- I'm tired – he groaned.

Hiccup sat by his side on the bed, placing a careful hand on the black-haired head.

- Still hurts?

- I can take it – Toothless slowly propped himself on his elbows -. I'd say I've been through worse but… right now I can't think of any examples. Is it healing?

Hiccup delayed an entire minute to understand that Toothless meant the wound on his back. Toothless sat and Hiccup sheepishly pulled his jacket up to take a look at the huge thick scar beneath. It looked gross, to be honest, but compared to the former lesion it was actually a big improvement.

- I think s- - - Wait! Your skin's not burnt anymore!

- Burns don't last much. Cuts are a whole different matter. Especially deep ones.

- Especially this one – Hiccup noticed. Toothless didn't respond, he merely sighed.

- We can't stay here anymore. I gotta go home…

- So do I, but I'll take you there. We can call a taxi.

Hiccup stood from the bed and helped Toothless to do the same. At the beginning the taller guy stumbled, his knees shaking a bit due to the weakness still present in his whole body, but thanks to Hiccup's hold he managed to support his own weight.

He looked around, carefully studying the bed, the closet, the window with blue curtains, the white wooden doors that led to the bathroom and the hallway respectively. He noticed the artificial flower scent of the floor-cleaning fluid. A guest room, he deduced by the lack of photographs on the shelves. A guest room where?

- Where are we right now? – he questioned, his eyes narrowing and his nose twitching as his senses recollected all the information they could about his surroundings.

Hiccup doubted long before answering.

- Ehm… Astrid's house.

- Astrid Hofferson's house? – Toothless' eyes opened so wide it might look as if his orbs where about to pop out. He froze on the spot - Your _ex_'s house?

- Hey, Fishlegs wouldn't answer the phone! I couldn't think of no one else. And she's not a bad person, she helped generously…

- I seriously gotta go home… – Toothless muttered through gritted teeth. That's when Hiccup realized it.

- Toothless…

Enough, Toothless' glass was full. Now Hiccup was going to defend Astrid's intervention in this whole matter? He'd doubted about revealing to him who had aided them; he knew it was wrong to get her involved, and yet he was thinking of defending her? Toothless had no idea why, but he felt the outburst irremediably coming.

- You trusted your ex to- - -?!

- Are you _jealous_?

- What? – fine, now that he had a name for that outburst Toothless felt less upset than a second ago.

He was, naturally, determined to deny the whole deal. He couldn't be jealous, right? Because jealousy wasn't good, it reflected a serious lack of confidence and trust, and Toothless completely trusted Hiccup and completely felt confident of himself, right? He was simply and logically worried because receiving somebody's help meant giving that somebody answers and getting him (her) meddled in secrets nobody should know about. But it wasn't because Toothless felt jealous of how Hiccup still trusted the girl he had once liked, right? "Keep saying that until you believe it, dragon".

- Toothless, you have no reason to – this said Hiccup grinned and pulled the boy into a sweet kiss, which the other immediately deepened, biting Hiccup's lower lip and enjoying the humid taste of his tongue.

Hiccup was surprised by the urgency and passion Toothless printed on their contact, yet after a couple seconds he felt the same and let things follow their course. Hours ago he had come to think he'd lose Toothless forever. Although it seemed like everything happened years ago, the feeling was still fresh. He needed now, more than ever, to feel him close.

A very similar idea crossed Toothless' mind, except his need was driven and exacerbated by his sudden jealousy. He couldn't help it. As he possessively wrapped both arms around Hiccup's thin waist, all Toothless could think of was: "He is mine. You are mine, Hiccup".

When they fell, tangled in each other's arms, on the bed, Toothless' mind was sinking again in a happy blackness, nothing but Hiccup's scent connecting him to reality. "You are mine, mine and mine only". It almost turned into a mantra, silencing even the part of his brain that screamed his body's ache out loud. "Mine, mine, mine…"
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- Great! ! Taxi's here! – shouted Ruffnut, her relief turning into excitement as she walked away from the lobby's window and into the living room.

She had barely survived the most awkward and most exasperating fifteen minutes of dead silence she'd ever found herself forced to face.

Hiccup let out a sigh of relief too when he heard the twin's news.

All that time Astrid and Toothless had sat across the room, staring at each other's poker face; Toothless' arms crossed, his fingers clawing on his own muscles.

- I don't feel comfortable receiving their help – was the only thing he'd pronounced so far. Hiccup had, literally, face-palmed when listened to that.

- And I bet she's not comfortable with your blood on her sheets. Please be nice, Toothless, we can discuss _this_ later.

The boy's green eyes had revealed a scrap of shame, and he drew a gesture similar to a child's who's just been scolded by an adult. He later bit his lips and dedicated a softened look to the girl in front of him. Astrid had raised her eyebrows skeptically.

When Ruffnut walked in, nothing about the scene had changed much.

- So – she voiced -, your taxi's here and we swear not to tell your secret to the wolf-police. Deal?

Utter silence. But since Ruffnut had a terrible timing when it came to shutting up, she foolishly decided to break it.

- And, well, that's not as much a secret as you think, but we also swear not to say anything 'bout you two – she shrugged, and scratched the back of her head -. Sorry for the interruption back at the room, by the way. Damn it guys! You should've locked the door this time. I really thought you were giving first aids this time…

Toothless glared at her, his cheeks burning red (nothing compared to Hiccup's, though; his were bright as a traffic light), yet something really murderous in his eyes. Now it was Astrid's turn to face-palm. Ruffnut gulped, hardly swallowing the rest of her comment, and repeated the alleviating news: "Taxi's here! !"

.
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Quite a pity tension didn't diminish at all when it was just Toothless and Hiccup in the vehicle. Although exhausted as he was, it was obvious that Toothless was pretty upset for the situation. His wounds were now a secondary matter; they'd heal, eventually, as they always did. He was more worried about having two girls (two _popular_ Viking girls) sharing the secret of his and Hiccup's relationship's true nature.

- How much did you tell them? – he whispered, something dark slithering in his voice.

- I didn't say anything, they deduced it. Wasn't hard considering it was you and me, alone, on saturday night…

- Well, they didn't look surprised at all when they walked in on us – Toothless unconsciously closed his hands into fists, his whole face denoting frustration. Not that he and Hiccup were in the most compromising of situations (after all they were just kissing, and nothing else), which he didn't want to admit, but was pretty much the frustrating part.

- I didn't confirm anything…

- Neither denied it, am I right?

Hiccup couldn't believe he was hearing such a tone coming from his dearest's mouth. He sounded upset, disappointed, troubled. He sounded like everything Hiccup had never wanted to represent to him. The Haddock boy automatically shrunk, hugging himself with need, trying to shelter from what he began to suspect would be the first fight between him and Toothless.

- Toothless, does this really bother you that much?

- Oh, and it shouldn't? – he snapped - You have any idea of what- - -?! Argh! !

When Toothless' turned around aggressively his scar sent a piercing pain through all his body. His words died abruptly in his throat, replaced by an animalistic growl. Hiccup wanted to ask the obligated question, receiving a warning growl to remain quiet. Yet he insisted and tried to check the wound; Toothless slapped his hand away.

- Don't!

Hiccup withdrew his hand, confused, his mind working at full speed trying to comprehend why Toothless was behaving in such instable way. An hour ago he was the synonym of affection and now he was the total antithesis, almost as if he wanted to be left alone, completely.

Hiccup couldn't figure out an answer till he saw the distorted expression of pain, the gritted teeth and the growing fangs. Toothless was merely assuming the surly and distrusting attitude of any wounded animal. When he was hurt the most he knew he had to take whatever help was offered because he needed it (of course it wasn't like he had any strength to refuse back then), but now that he was a little better and slowly recovered his self-sufficiency he didn't want anyone to see him in that state. But Astrid, Ruffnut, and Hiccup, the most of all, had witnessed said state, and Toothless' instinctive pride couldn't stand that. This time wasn't like the first time he'd taken Hiccup's help in the woods.

- I need to get home – he mumbled, confirming Hiccup's theory.

- We'll be there soon…
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Toothless didn't allow Hiccup to escort him upstairs. Odin, he didn't even let the boy wait at the door with him. He insisted that it was better if Hiccup made good use of the taxi and headed home at once. "You need to rest as well". He didn't even seem to remember that Hiccup would be heading towards the unleashed hell. He was changed; he didn't seem to care much about anything anymore, as if he'd just realized something brutally important that emptied his head of all further thought.

Hiccup couldn't insist before those shadowed dragon eyes. He wanted to do something. But what could he, a mere human, do for a dragon? What else besides all he'd done already? "You have to go" Toothless had said. "I'll be fine" he had promised. Therefore, Hiccup left; but even so, he ordered the taxi driver to wait until he saw Mrs. Evans open the door and, scandalized the most, helped blood-covered Toothless in.

He tried so very hard to force his mind to think of something other than Toothless; he had his own troubles to focus on. He could imagine the whole scene: his father standing in all his height and width at the door, the most fierce and raging look imaginable on his eyes. And Hiccup hadn't even thought of an excuse, he was beginning to think that using Ruffnut's would be better than the probable stuttering and hiccups he'd come up with.

The taxi stopped in front of his house.

Stoick wasn't there. His pick-up wasn't there.

Hiccup paid the fare and walked into his yard with caution, as if he expected some sort of trap to activate at any minute. Was his father really gone or was it some sort of trick to catch him _in flagrante_? Or maybe he'd left to go look for him?

Filled with doubt and a fair amount of fear, Hiccup entered the house. His father wasn't there either. "Dad?" he called, and received no response.

The answers came until he walked into the kitchen, where, attached to the fridge with a viking-ship shaped magnet, was a hand-written note from Stoick himself.

_"There was an accident at Gobber's. He finally managed to blow up his workshop. He's alive, not to worry. Have some breakfast when you wake up. I'll call you when the fire's out"._

Thank the gods that Stoick's writing was way clearer than his speaking, otherwise Hiccup might have thought he'd misunderstood. So his father was gone since early hours? Hadn't he noticed Hiccup's absence? Could he even get this lucky? …Wait! Gobber set fire to his house?! !

That's when Hiccup believed turning on his cellular would be a good idea. There were only two missing calls from his dad. He pressed the green button and called him himself.

Stoick was fast to answer.

- Hiccup! Fin'lly!

- Hey, dad. My battery died, sorry – Hiccup did his best to sound calm and lazy, as if he'd just woken up. It wasn't even midday, which on a sunday wasn't weird at all -. So what's with Gobber? Is he alright?

- Oh, he's fine. Lost hal' his garage, but he's fine – Stoick's voice sounded really tired; relieved, but tired -. Sorry for leavin' like tha', son, t'was really early, didn' wan' to wake ya up. Bein' ya' firs' day withou' bandage an' medication…

- You're… so considerate, dad - Hiccup couldn't help but feel a suffocating flush of guilt. His father being all… fatherly, finally, and he was going to lie shamelessly to him once he got home? He gulped, attempting to swallow his remorse with it - Thanks… You… you want me to go and help?

- No, there ain' much ya can do, 'nyways – something softened in Stoick's chest when his son pronounced such an uncommon compliment. His tense voice lightened a lot -. Stay hom', rest. Gobber's fine, he'll be teasin' ya t'morrow a' school.

- You mean _teaching_, right? – Hiccup felt infinitely grateful for the sly smile his father summoned to his lips. He needed that.

- Or whuteva he does a' ya' school – Stoick joked. Hiccup could tell apart Gobber's complaining through the background noise. His father chuckled with his guttural laughter -. Gotta go now, son. I'll be back 'bout 7pm.

- I'll be… right here, dad – of course, because where else was he supposed to be having a significant other wounded at the opposite end of town?

- Be good, Hiccup – Stoick said, tightening the knot in the boy's throat. His mother used to say that phrase to bid farewell when he was a little kid. It meant a lot for the both of them, especially since none had pronounced it in years.

Hiccup hung the phone feeling positively worse than before. For a second he wished his father were there, in the house, screaming and threatening with the worst of punishments after he was done with the whole killing-burying-disinterring-reviving process. Had that been the case, Hiccup could've taken it as the perfect excuse to leave the house and go to Toothless' side; surely by now the dragon boy would be missing his company.

Unfortunately, he couldn't do that anymore. Not after reading his father's note, the first he'd written in years (Stoick usually left with no announcement, after all it was easy to infer he'd be either at the gym or at the local pub with Spitelout). Not after hearing his mother's words from him, for the first time in years.

Hiccup sat on the floor, staring at the living room from his place. He spotted the only recent picture of him and his father, which stood on the highest shelf. It was taken almost two years ago, at a boxing event where Stoick's students had amazingly beaten everybody up, earning him a "Best Coach" award. A reporter from the local newspaper asked Stoick for a picture with his son, to give the article a whole new perspective about the "two types of coaching". That photography hadn't even been voluntary.

Hiccup looked down and reread the note. Things really improved between him and his father after the twisted ankle issue, and Hiccup couldn't risk losing that a second time. Not when he was beginning to feel that, if he was indeed good, the next picture of his father and him would actually represent something.

He didn't want to lose his father again. That's why, no matter how much he wanted to be with Toothless, he would be good and stay in his house.

He'd have to content himself with a phone call.

Which reminded him of that curious moment, right before he left Toothless at his door…

- Hiccup – Toothless had grimly muttered -, could you please give me back my cell?

Not bothering to dissimulate his disillusion (Hiccup had come to believe he'd be asked to stay, but Toothless had made it clear he wanted to go on alone) he fished the phone out of his backpack, where it had been since the last night. That's when he got the first and last glimpse of what could now be wrong with Toothless: there were at least seven missing calls, all of them from a strange foreigner number.

And Hiccup had a pretty good idea of whom that number belonged to.
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Evelyn Valhalla.

She was a smart, clever and kind person, but that didn't mean she couldn't be cold or intimidating when she wanted to; or better, when she had to. This time, she was furious, because she had to and she wanted to be furious. Toothless didn't need to see her to know she'd be wearing the most disappointed expression ever.

- We had a deal, Dean. You made a promise: to be careful and to call me whenever you had a problem. You've been missing all night long, you're hurt… And I must find out because you don't answer your phone? ? – she hissed through the auricular, the thud of a hand against a wooden desk marking her words.

Toothless sighed, defeated. Lying to Evelyn was always to no avail. She knew things. She _always_ knew _everything_. How? That was a doubt Toothless hadn't dissipated yet.

- H-how did you know? – he stuttered.

- I always have my means. I've taken care of you since you were nine years old. I believe you should give my instincts some credit – she replied somewhat offended -. What happened Dean? And don't you _dare_ to lie.

The addressed gulped before responding; his mouth was terribly dry…

- I was flying, passed midnight, in the woods. There was a camp of Hunters…

- A _camp_? How could you possibly overlook a camp? ?

- They didn't look like Hunters! They weren't supposed to be! – Toothless cried through gritted teeth.

- And what about that squat? The ones you killed two months ago. Somebody must have missed them. They were looking for their men and they saw a dragon flying above their heads! ! – Evelyn was losing her temper. Every word made her sound madder than before - Now you better wish they didn't distinguish _the_ Night Fury or they'll never leave Berk.

- I needed to fly… – was it even worthy? Trying to justify himself? He'd committed a mistake, a huge one. Trying to impress Hiccup had lowered all of his defenses; he let down his guard. He'd failed, he knew it.

But worse of all: she knew it.

- What you need, and what you want – Evelyn worked hard not to let the pity she felt drip into her voice when speaking such cruel reality aloud -, I'm sorry, Dean, but will never be as important as what you _must_. You know that.

- How was I supposed to know? Do I have to be suspicious of everyone and everything? ? – it hurt. His reality hurt so much…

- You're the only half-dragon in the world; suspicion_ keeps you alive_. A large amount of campers in low season? Dean, please! !

- They said it was a spiritual retirement… – he mumbled.

- _Spiritual?_ Dean, you know all the key words related to this Vatican division. How could you be so _careless_? ? What were you thinking of that could possibly be more important than your survival?! !

That was enough. She didn't know it, but she was messing with Hiccup. _No one_ messed with Hiccup.

- Stop calling me that! ! I'm not Dean… I'm _Toothless_…

- Oh, right. I had forgotten that _lovely_ nickname tradition of Berk's – her sarcasm was so intense it was offensive, even though she didn't mean it to. A bit of sadness slipped in her voice -. So you feel at home Dean? Don't get used to it: they'll go after you, and you'll have to leave…

Toothless couldn't listen anymore. He didn't want to. He couldn't stand to.

He threw the phone violently against the wall; it crashed in a hundred pieces.

He sank both hands in his hair and clawed at his head. Boiling tears shed from his eyes like crystalline lava…

That was only the first of many signals warning the world was crumbling out of place.
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Toothless was nowhere to be seen during the next days. He didn't answer the phone, he didn't attend school, he didn't attend his job, and at the tenement house nobody knew where he was or how to contact him. The story repeated with a hideous difference: this time a certain boy wasn't there to take care of the dragon. Hiccup was growing utterly desperate.

- I need to find him – he muttered to himself all the time. He was physically present but his mind couldn't focus and return to reality. He was like a zombie walking across the school.

Fishlegs was truly worried, about Hiccup _and_ Toothless; they were both his friends, and he had no idea how he could help them. If Hiccup had no idea of what was going on, what could be expected from him, who only witnessed things from the outside? Still, he wanted to help; Hiccup was, after all, his best friend of all life.

- No news from him yet? – he questioned Hiccup during lunch.

The Haddock boy shook his head miserably in negation, stabbing his food with the fork. Fishlegs' eyes flew to the other corner of the bench, where Toothless' absence was notorious. The table felt empty without him.

- What did they tell you at Hotel Nordic? – he whispered to Hiccup.

- He called on sunday. Reported himself sick.

- And what did they tell you here?

- _Confidential_ – Hiccup snorted furiously, cursing Principal Sanders under his breath -. Yet Gobber says he also reported sickness.

Fishlegs bit the inner part of his cheek, feeling flooded by guilt. Hiccup had, naturally, told him everything about the "wolf accident" at the forest and the help Astrid and Ruffnut had provided. He couldn't help but blame himself: it should've been him. It should've been Fishlegs the one to answer the phone and figure out a way to go and pick his friends. It should have been _his_ help and not the girls'. Had he done that he'd be in a better shape to aid right now. He was feeling like a lousy friend.

- And back at his house? – he wondered.

- He packed a small suitcase and left – revealed Hiccup, frustrated to his very core -. To go where? He's hurt, he has no family… He only has me. I need to go find him.

Before Hiccup could stand up and do something impulsive and potentially stupid, Fishlegs grabbed him by the shoulder and had him seated again.

- You already searched everywhere… Wait! ! Did you already check the hospital? Maybe he finally accepted he needs medical attention and didn't wanna trouble you. He's tough, not stupid. I bet he hospitalized!

Hiccup blinked a couple times, his puzzled expression dissolving.

- I haven't… actually thought that. He could be at the hospital – it wasn't very logical considering Toothless' "I-heal-myself" animal instinct, but a glimpse of hope lit Hiccup's face anyways -. Maybe she asked him to go…

- _She?_ Who's she? – Fishlegs wanted to know.

- You're right Fishlegs! He could be at the hospital, he must be! Oh, his silly pride, why wouldn't he tell me?

Fishlegs didn't matter being ignored this time, seeing Hiccup's expression of utter relief for a change after those anxious days he could forgive it. He'd managed to help, he wasn't that much of a lousy friend.

- Thanks, bud – said Hiccup, a sly smile curling his mouth.

- Was the least I could do… I should've been there on sunday – Fishlegs blurted.

- Hey, it isn't your fault. That happens… You're here now and that's what counts.

Fishlegs drew a shy smile.

- You want me to come to the hospital too?

- Thanks, but no. I… I have to do this alone.
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A good thing it was, actually, that Hiccup went alone to the hospital. Against all his hopes, there was no Dean Night registered, neither someone recently checked in that fitted his description.

In other words, Toothless had officially vanished without saying a word to him.

Hiccup had searched everywhere; he'd even visited their secret clearing everyday to see if he could find the slightest hint of Toothless' presence. Nothing.

As he left the hospital amidst increasing rain he didn't know how to feel anymore. Was he worried? Mad? Disappointed maybe? There was this strange sensation of rage building inside of him; he needed to punch someone, he needed to scream. And for some reason he wasn't angry with Toothless for doing what he did, but with the world for letting him.

Before he realized it, his feet took him to the nearest station and got him on the first bus that headed to the woods. He hadn't noticed earlier (busy as he was dealing with his sudden anger), but he had this certain feeling that he should go there, that if he hurried he might find Toothless at their clearing. Why? No idea; he'd already scratched their meeting spot from the list of possibilities, but the instinct was way too strong to ignore. He just kept going.

He walked an hour, two. It was raining. He felt tired, he had a ton of homework to do, his ankle still bothered him every now and then, but he reached the clearing.

Toothless was there. After three days of endless anguish, Hiccup had finally found him.

But… there was something wrong. That was Toothless, no doubt, but he wasn't the Toothless Hiccup knew.

He knelt in the middle of the clearing, his arms hanging languidly at his sides. His head was down, a curtain of black and dirty hair with all sorts of leaves and branches tangled in it covering his face. The rain had turned to sleet and poured down his body. Besides, he was wearing his hybrid form. His wings looked as fragile as if they were made of black paper.

Hiccup contemplated the somber scene absolutely terrified. He tried to approach the dragon boy and stepped on a branch with a noisy snap. Toothless' eyes gleamed viciously when he opened them.

- You shouldn't be here – he sneered. Hiccup paid no attention to his grim tone.

- Toothless, what's going on?

- Get out – he hissed.

- Toothless, I've been looking for you like a desperate for days. Where…? Why…?

- Get out.

- No – replied Hiccup, determined. He cautiously moved a step closer. Toothless roared at him menacingly.

- Leave me alone…

- Toothless, I'm here to help- - -

- There's nothing you can do! ! – he stood up with the speed of a dragon, turning his hopeless, confused and violent expression towards Hiccup - Can't you see? I'm _broken_! ! I can't fly anymore! ! I CAN'T! ! !

He smashed his hybrid hands against a tree, clawing so deep that sap bled through the marks. That's when Hiccup noticed one of Toothless' tailfins was missing, the one the Hunter's lightning had shredded the worst. A knot quickly settled on Hiccup's throat.

- No, no… Toothless, you… you're gonna be okay, we'll find a way to- - -

- We? – Toothless shut him at once - _We? ?_ Are you mocking me? ? – then he started screaming, every word pushing Hiccup one step away with invisible and invincible force - What would _you_ know?! How would _you_ understand what _I'm_ going through? You think a couple months give you any right to play wise with me? What do you know about me? _Nothing! ! !_ You're _no one_ to understand what I'm feeling! ! I can't fly! ! I'll never fly again and _it's your fault_! ! Leave me alone! ! !

Hiccup tripped on a root and fell flat on his back, staring wide and teary eyed at the dragon before him.

- Tooth- - -

- STAY AWAY FROM ME! ! !

In the blink of an eye Toothless fully transformed into the Night Fury and ran away, melting in the forest's shadows, leaving behind a boy feeling as broken as himself.
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* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note: <strong>_Why do I like to do this to myself? Really, why? ? You can hate me for this chapter if you want to, I made myself cry for Odin's sake!

And I gotta tell you that I'm taking a short break from this fic. Not to worry, I'll update again in two weeks time, three at the most, but first I need to get through an annoying writer's block.

.

And, well, tomorrow's my birthday (which I hate) but if you show me some love on DeviantArt and write a GAZILLION long REVIEWS in every chapter of this fic I'll be actually looking forward to my birthday and you'll make me the happiest person ever. Just think about it.
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Thanks to the reviewers!

Ancientathens, Ipod12, AlexJohnD, AliceCullen3,

AtkiakFF, Koro Usagi, Shy Owl,

BeautifulBayonetta, Psycho-Pacgirl, Loti-miko.
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_IRT Ancientathens:_ You know I love you.

_IRT BeautifulBayonetta:_ I'm working on your drawing! Do not despair, please, honey!

_IRT Psycho-Pacgirl:_ Lo importante es que te haya gustado el capítulo y no, no hay fangirlismo por ese lado, sólo son muy buenas amigas. :)

_IRT Loti-miko:_ ¡Y yo te adoro a ti! ¿Lo sabes, verdad? A ti y a tu arte. ^^
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_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_

.
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**_Note:_** Sorry if this chapter took longer than expected... Don't hate me. To earn your forgiveness you can go and watch in my DeviantArt the drawing for the Halloween first kiss and some slitgh smut Toothcup drawing.

Now, the cliffhanger is finally over, but... will it end alright?

Read and find out.

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 13: Given wings.**

**.**

**.**

Hiccup's heart pounded in his heart like a ticking bomb. The raindrops eventually replaced the tears he wiped away, but he still felt broken; dry and broken. He curled in the mud and waited till his body quit shuddering, till his sobs died deep within his chest.

Toothless had pushed him away. Toothless had blamed him.

Toothless was gone.

.

He returned home covered in mud and wet to the bones, at very unfashionable hours. Fortunately Stoick was more relieved than angry at the time, and waited for the next morning to scold him and talk about punishments. Hiccup, naturally, listened to none of his father's ranting, only these words echoing in his mind: _nothing_, _no one_…

- Ya've been doin' this tha whole semester! Whut's wron' with ya? Hiccup, are ya listenin'? – Stoick growled.

Hiccup wouldn't even look at him, his olive-green eyes, those eyes he'd inherited from his mother (as pretty much everything about his physical), remained focused on the floor, bearing a pained and saddened expression. Stoick's anger softened: he hadn't seen his son like that ever since his mother died. What was the point in punishing him if he didn't seem to register so? There was something really serious keeping his mind busy; and Stoick, this time, wanted to know exactly what.

- Whut's wrong with ya son? – he asked in a completely different tone.

- What would you know? – Hiccup muttered, non-conscious that he was repeating Toothless' words out loud. He was barely aware of his father's presence next to him - You know nothing about me…

- Well, it's hard t'know, ya haven't been tha same lately – Stoick got quite indignant, and stared down at his son as he crossed his arms. Should he feel upset or guilty because those words were, as offensive as they sounded, true?

- What? – Hiccup blinked repeatedly, finally realizing he was home and his father was there, talking to him. He looked confused.

- Are ya listenin'? – Stoick frowned, just as confused.

- Sorry, dad. I'm… a bit distracted. I won't do it again – he promised, unconvincingly.

- That's whut ya said las' time, an' ya did it again. Whut is it son?

Hiccup stared at his dad in disbelief. Was his father the fighter really showing interest in his geek son's business? Great. Stoick wanted him, for the first time in like five years, to share his problems and he couldn't say a word of it. How was he supposed to explain that he'd just had the worst fight ever with his boyfriend who happened to be half a dragon?

Hiccup tried to say something, really, but lies didn't come easy at the time, so he ended up gulping his hiccups.

Stoick got the message.

- Ya can' tell me or ya don' wan' to?

- Dad, that's not… – Hiccup gave in; he sighed - It's complicated…

- Problems with a frien'? – Stoick wondered. Hiccup bit his lips and nodded - Fishlegs?

- No.

- So ya got _more_ frien's? – the man's eyebrows raised in disbelief.

Hiccup inhaled to hold an aggressive response, feeling quite offended.

- You know what? I better go, I'm gonna be late.

- Hiccup! – Stoick tried to stop him, but the boy's argument was irrevocable, after all he had used the only valid excuse to leave in the middle of a dialogue: school - Hiccup…

The main door was slammed shut violently. Stoick exhaled noisily, letting all his frustration out. This was exactly why he avoided conversations with his son. He wasn't exactly the communicative kind of person (which is why he chose box as the best life option for him), but with Hiccup things were twice as complicated. Not only because he, sadly, had not a single thing in common with his only son. It was way worse than that: he couldn't help seeing Valhallarama's face in Hiccup's every time he looked at him.

He lost the one he loved the most six years ago, and, subconsciously, had tried not to grow any closer to Hiccup ever since, because if he ever lost him too that would mean the loss of both a son and the one thing that kept his wife's memory alive. Stoick was merely sheltering himself from a pain he couldn't punch right on the face. Nonetheless, it was about time to admit that he'd done that for too long, and along the road he had mistakenly pushed the other one he loved the most away.

If only there was a good manual of how to be a single father Stoick would for sure buy it. But since he wasn't the kind of man that trusts a book to provide solutions to his problems, he contented himself arriving early at the gym and having a "brief conversation" with the punching sack. Oh, he had to face it: he'd just throw the how-to-be manual at his problem's head. No wonder why Hiccup didn't feel like sharing anything with him.

.

.

December eight, thursday, what a depressing date, Christmas was officially on its way and everything in BHS was all glee and colored lights. The students volunteered to help with the decorations, which were always prepared before the last week of the semester, because students needed a bit of happiness prior to their final exams. Carols echoed throughout the hallways and even the toughest Vikings sang along when nobody saw them. Some professors decorated their cars with Christmas-like motives. Everybody was happy, the end of the academic cycle and the holidays very near.

The ambiance couldn't be more opposite to Hiccup's mood. Fishlegs could so tell when Hiccup slammed the door of his locker open.

- Any news? – he inquired, watching the tone of his voice in an attempt not to alter Hiccup any further.

- No – he said in low voice after a prolonged pause.

It was terribly obvious to Fishlegs: Hiccup was lying.

- Well, we should've known hospitals have "confidentiality" rules too. Don't worry, Toothless will contact you once he's better – there, he would save Hiccup the trouble of inventing a lie. If he didn't say any, it didn't count. Now Fishlegs was sure he'd recovered his good friend status.

Hiccup took a minute to calm down. He still had Fishlegs, he still had, well, himself. He could sort things out, he'd find a way.

- Thanks, bud.

- No problem. Wanna hear some good news? – Fishlegs drastically changed the topic -. I finally received a response to my petition: I think these will be Principal Sander's last weeks in BHS. Now let's go, English Literature won't read itself.

Hiccup grabbed his book by Oscar Wilde and followed Fishlegs down the hallway.

.

That day, however, Hiccup decided to stand apart from everyone and pretended to feel sick so he could get permission to isolate himself in the nursery. The nurse may be good-for-nothing (incredibly beautiful, though, which is why many knew she kept the job), but at least she let students sleep in the nursery during hours for something as banal as a broken fingernail. Hiccup never thought the day would come when he would actually like that trait of hers.

Fishlegs accompanied him to the nursery and supported his sickness alibi; it was very easy to trick her.

Minutes later, Fishlegs and Aura were picking stuff from their lockers, as the girl tried to cheer him up with some news about the celebs visiting the next ComicCon. They both felt quite surprised when Fishlegs closed his locker and found BHS's new quarterback staring fixedly at him right behind the door.

- Hi, Snotlout.

- Fishlegs, mathlete – he kind of saluted, bearing a frown just in case someone walked by and saw him talking to those nerds. He still had a reputation to sustain because when Green Death returned he didn't want to be on his bad side.

- My nickname is Aura – for some reason Aura didn't feel scared of him. Yeah, he'd bullied her once or twice every semester, but now that Green Death wasn't around to pull his strings he didn't look that menacing.

Snotlout focused his blank and wide-eyed expression on her. Fishlegs chuckled.

- Don't tease him, Aura. He's still a Viking and we're still nerds.

- Yeah, got a status to keep up here – said Snotlout.

- Then why are you talking to _us_?

- Well… – Fishlegs shifted uncomfortably - How can I say it? It's something very important… and private.

Aura focused her big brown eyes on Fishlegs and blinked. Four seconds later she got the message, blushing at her obliviousness.

- Oh! I remembered I have some mathematics to discuss and I gotta be early in my next class… Ok, you guys talk, I'll go and… mathlete around. See you later Fishlegs! – she waved her hand good-bye.

- Later – he waved his hand in response. Snotlout was quite impressed.

- You got a girlfriend? Ain't that against nerds' rules or something?

Fishlegs' Aura-related joy died in a second. Maybe he wasn't as bad as the others, but Snotlout had definitely learned quite a few bad Viking habits in those years.

- You wanted to tell me something about Hiccup? – Fishlegs went straight to the point.

- Yeah, where is he?

- In the nursery, faking migraine – Fishlegs informed.

Snotlout scratched the back of his head and looked around to make sure there were no potential witnesses scattered nearby. The hallway was almost empty, excepting some other geeks, but they knew better than gossiping.

- It's my imagination or Hiccup ain't right lately? I mean… even Astrid looks worried 'bout him… _Too_ worried for my taste – he added in an angry mumble.

- He hasn't – confirmed the nerd. Snotlout closed his eyes in a resigned (slightly disgusted) expression.

- Has anything to do with Toothless goin' missing this week?

- I'm not allowed to either confirm or deny that information – Snotlout drew his best what-the-F face. Fishlegs corrected -. Probably.

- Anything I can do? – believe it or not, Snotlout was completely honest when saying this. Hiccup was his family. He may pretend he didn't remember most of the time, but they were still cousins, even if nobody knew.

Fishlegs knew, though, and he dared to place his solacing hand on Snotlout's wide shoulder.

- I'm afraid there's nothing even _I_ can do. We'll just have to wait.

- Waiting sucks – Snotlout complained.

.

.

Hiccup could've said that, right then, he hated waiting as much as his cousin. He usually was a very patient person, but all his emotions had been driven to the edge by Toothless in the last days. He was overwhelmed. He had to do something.

Now, more than ever, Toothless needed help… of all sorts. He may think he didn't want to receive such from Hiccup, but even so Jay Haddock wouldn't stop giving it to him.

He could agree that Toothless was broken, in every way possible. But Hiccup, and not many knew this about him, was an expert when it came to both drawing _and_ fixing things; that's why he decided to take Gobber's extracurricular class. Hiccup was awesome using his hands: he could easily handle wood and even metal, he could handle mechanic devices (oh, how he loved gears and clockworks, thanked his mother for it). Actually, every time something stopped working in his house, he always figured out a way to mend it before his father noticed. When he applied the term "genius" in his self-description, he meant it.

Now, if he could repair all those things, he for sure could do the same for a broken person, right? And fix Toothless he will.

Since the nurse was gone for gods-know-what, Hiccup stood from the bunk bed and headed to the corner where he'd dumped his backpack an hour earlier. He always carried his sketchbook, and there he had tons and tons of drawings of the Night Fury. He was a good artist, very detailed in his work; he certainly had useful information in those sketches.

He stared at the drawn tail in every page for what seemed like hours, until the bell rang announcing it was time to go back home. Hiccup didn't care the nurse wasn't there to give him permission to leave; anyways, she didn't even have the authority to opinion on his health, so he simply left as quickly as possible. He had to be home at once, he had work to do.

When arriving home he immediately took over the studio and pinned all his drawings to the wall. He hoped his father wouldn't need the computer that particular day to check his students' statistics, because Hiccup wasn't letting him in for anything in the world. He still had to protect Toothless' secret, after all.

He locked the door and proceeded to draw more sketches of the Night Fury, most of them focusing only on the tail. When he finally drew one he considered had the proper dimensions, his job started for real. He had to design a new left tailfin for Toothless… and a way to make it move mirroring the other tailfin's movements. Hiccup thought of gears and pulleys and many complex mechanisms formed in his mind, but most of them seemed to be just heavy and highly impractical (although some still looked awesome on paper). He needed something really aerodynamic, and simple, but he felt he still didn't have the proper knowledge to produce anything with such characteristics. Most of his mechanic work so far consisted in understanding and repairing something already built, but coming up with a whole new invention was a new level of challenge for him.

Still, he had to do it. He wanted to, for Toothless.

That's when a marvelous (and maybe a little self-centered) idea came to his mind. He didn't have to think of a mechanism to place on Toothless' tail; he could distribute the weight through the dragon's body if he somehow installed all those pulleys and gears on its back. Of course, if he did so, Toothless would need a little help to handle those in dragon form; help Hiccup could provide if he actually were on Toothless' back when in flight…

Now he had the perfect device in mind, one that, if everything went right, would allow Toothless to fly again… with Hiccup as his rider.

.

The next step in Hiccup's plan was to find a place and the proper tools to build the tail. When he started that kind of projects he usually talked to Gobber and got permission to use his workshop (ok, having one of your professors being best friends with your father and almost an uncle to you has a lot of perks), but this time that wasn't an option. Why did Gobber blow up his garage right that week? The only place Hiccup could think of as a second option was the school's workshop, but that represented a tiny complication. First, he needed Gobber's approval, done, but he also needed Principal Sanders' approval…

So Hiccup decided to go straight to the source and during that friday's lunch time he went to the principal's office to ask for his consent directly. The secretary let him in quite easily, which was weird because Principal Sanders couldn't usually stand to be bothered.

When Hiccup entered the office he met a nice and unexpected surprise: Mrs. Cowell. She greeted him with a smile, but Principal Sanders' face showed the exact opposite of her good humor. He looked down at Hiccup with a frown on his face, almost as if he were watching at an insect. Hiccup, however, didn't have time to deal with anybody's bad mood. He was on a mission.

- What do you want Mr. Haddock?

- I have a project to finish for professor Gob- - -Ferguson's class, and I came to ask for permission to use the workshop classroom – Hiccup said as politely as he could.

- That decision lies in Ferguson's hands. You didn't have to come and bother me for that, Mr. Haddock – claimed Principal Sanders through gritted teeth.

Now that Hiccup reconsidered the matter, the principal looked real angry. Funny thing is he couldn't be more unimpressed. Respect for the Sanders name was something Hiccup (and most of BHS's students) didn't have.

- He already agreed, but I want permission to use the workshop during the weekend.

- Nonsense! – bellowed Principal Sanders right before Mrs. Cowell drew a smile and interrupted him.

- Done – she said -. Permission granted, Mr. Haddock. Wouldn't you agree principal? He's one of our best students, top in most of his classes, a smart and promising boy. If someone can make a good use of the school's facilities, that's Mr. Haddock. Wouldn't you agree with me?

The anger on the principal's face increased beyond imagination at the same time that her smile grew wider. Hiccup knew he was one of Mrs. Cowell's favorites, but he never thought she'd intervene in his favor with so much… audacity. She'd practically revoked the principal's decision, confident as if she had the power to do so.

Angrier than ever, the principal scribbled his signature on a document that Mrs. Cowell herself handed to Hiccup, her radiant smile denoting a mischievous satisfaction.

- Whatever it is you're building, Mr. Haddock, let me know when you're finished. I'd like to see it – she added, for the principal's further irritation.

If Hiccup weren't so focused on Toothless and his prosthetic tailfin he would've deciphered immediately what Mrs. Cowell's happiness meant, but he'd gotten what he wanted and he cared about nothing else.

He started working on his design's materialization that afternoon, but made sure to return home early to prevent his father from asking, well, more questions. He was showing an abnormal interest in all of Hiccup's activities lately.

Hiccup worked hard and arduous the whole weekend to build the prosthetic tail, and the saddle that came with it. Using as many materials as he could take from the school's resources and some scrap metal that Snotlout (generously, and therefore suspiciously) donated from his garage he made three prototypes, each a different size, just in case his memories were playing tricks on him and the Night Fury happened to be smaller or larger than he thought.

By the time he was done with that, the week of final exams had already begun and his stress multiplied for three: hoping his exam results were good, hoping his hand-made tail would work, and hoping he could ever find Toothless.

.

On tuesday, however, the order of Hiccup's priorities suffered a drastic change, and before midday he was already in the woods, carrying his three tail prototypes in a black plastic bag, because he didn't have any backpack big enough to contain the three of them.

As he went deeper into the forest heading north, toward the mountains, Hiccup couldn't believe he'd just escaped school, for the first time in his life. He did attend his final exam, of course, but as soon as he finished he picked up his stuff and left through the main door (for all of his classmates and professors' utter surprise). There were still classes to attend, but they didn't do much in the last week, and Hiccup couldn't afford to waste his time like that having Toothless still alone in the forest; not with the nightmares he'd been having every night for the last five days about Toothless, about never finding him, or worse, finding him hurt, or worse, finding him dead…

His biggest fears had proved to be all related to Toothless and his welfare, and a strange sensation was driving him to venture in parts of the woods he'd never been before, every time farther into the northern wilderness. Hiccup couldn't explain why his feet were taking him in that direction without his consent, or why his head was letting his heart decide, but he felt convinced that if he somehow made it to the mountains he would find Toothless there. It was a fact.

Hours passed and Hiccup eventually began to feel the urge of calling Toothless' name out loud. Nonetheless he was tired, thirsty, and his mouth was dry, and he couldn't produce a single word. He had to stop and sit under a tree to catch his breath.

That was his first sign. There were claw marks on that tree, deep as the ones that now scarred the vegetation in their once peaceful clearing. An indescribable energy fueled him again in the second he saw that. The strange sensation crept on his chest again, nesting deep at his center and leading him to take what seemed like the craziest decisions ever.

He kept going on to no apparent destination, guided by an instinct strong enough to blind even the deepest corner of his mind. Was this what Toothless felt when he was beating Green Death out of sense? Was this incontrollable feeling the same emotion that ran through his veins in those moments when his draconian impulses shut all logic down?

When he found Toothless, he'd ask him. "And I will find him" Hiccup kept thinking.

And whether it was by a choice of fate or because of his own determination, Hiccup found Toothless, lying in his dragon form near a pond, apparently trapped within a cove.

He was sleeping, and he looked tired, but at least he wasn't injured any worse than the last time Hiccup saw him. Of course, Hiccup knew too well that Toothless was hurt in the inside, and those scars his flesh would never truly reflect.

He descended the stone wall as best and silent as he could, but it was obviously too much of a hope to believe Toothless wouldn't notice his presence. By the time Hiccup finally reached the bottom (in one piece, thank the gods) the dragon stared fixedly at him through wary eyes, almost as if he didn't recognize the boy in front of him.

One step, two, Hiccup walked slowly towards the Night Fury, holding his breath in fear of another hostile response, but Toothless didn't move. He closed his dragon eyes again.

- I'm not angry with you – Hiccup said as he approached faster and sat by Toothless' side -. I tried, once or twice, really, but I couldn't. I wish I could, though. You hurt me, Toothless. You know that, don't you? Still, I'm here…

The Night Fury lifted his head in the second Hiccup mentioned he felt hurt, focusing those big green eyes on him, filled with undecipherable emotions.

- I made something for you – Hiccup continued, pulling the bag closer to get the new tailfins -. I wanted to come earlier, but it wasn't ready… I'm not even sure you'll take any of these, but- - -

- I didn't mean any of the things I said – Toothless apologized, swiftly going hybrid and looking at Hiccup right in the eyes -. I was angry, at the world, at everything; I just wanted to take it against the first person who crossed my way… I'm sorry that person happened to be you.

- Everything you said…

- I didn't mean it – Toothless swore, sitting next to Hiccup, who let out the air in a theatrical sigh.

- I know you didn't. That's why I'm here.

Toothless drew a cautious expression tainted with an unconscious amount of cuteness. He was truly repented, and he'd clearly felt awfully lonely that week of runaway. And before Hiccup could realize how true his words were (that he wasn't capable of getting mad at Toothless) he'd already pulled the dragon boy into a tight hug. Toothless froze, disconcerted for Hiccup's unconditional support.

- You're the silliest guy I've ever met – said Hiccup before letting go. He drew a twisted smile and shook his head -. You're one of a kind, Toothless.

- Is that bad or good? – he wondered, a little embarrassed.

- That's up to you.

Toothless nodded, taking Hiccup's words to heart, and transformed into a full dragon. Once he thought of something worth to be spoken, he'd maintain a shape capable of talking. Until then, well, he better let Hiccup lead the conversations. He didn't want to mess things as much as the last time.

- I made something for you – Hiccup repeated -, so you can fly again.

Toothless frowned in a way that clearly asked "Are you serious?" He sniffed the bag, curious the most. Hiccup chuckled and pulled the tailfins out.

- Will you let me try these on?

It took Toothless a while to understand what "these" were and what Hiccup was trying to do. He backed in disbelief, shaking his reptilian head in negation.

- Toothless, you owe me! – the boy pursed his lips - Just try them.

The Night Fury doubted. He had seriously lost too much the moment he realized he couldn't fly anymore. All of his life, or at least since he discovered he was able to do it, he'd taken flying for granted. Just like you take yourself for granted; just as you have faith that your personality and your very essence will forever remain, making you who you are. It was the one thing that no one could ever take away from him, the one dragon skill that reflected his true nature; the one he'd always be proud of. Yet a week ago he'd discovered that even his very soul could be stripped away from him. That's the kind of thing that knocks all your certainties off; the kind of thing that breaks you. Toothless didn't believe he could ever get himself back, not even if Hiccup was the one promising he will.

- Toothless – Hiccup called in a reprimand tone -, I spent my whole weekend on these.

The dragon lowered his head but kept his eyes firmly focused on Hiccup. With a shyness and fragility completely opposite to his mighty looks Toothless moved his tail till it was at the reach of the human's agile hands.

Without removing his gaze from Toothless' Hiccup grabbed the tailfin the right size and secured the leather straps around the tail.

- But that's only half the surprise. You're gonna need this until I can make something better – thus Hiccup pulled the saddle and tied it around Toothless' neck and torso, much to the dragon's astonishment, though he docilely let him do so.

Everything fitted perfectly on the dragon's body, as if Hiccup knew every measure by heart the same way Toothless could place every freckle in the boy's face. Hiccup couldn't hold back a satisfied smile when he realized that everything looked just as he drew it.

Toothless walked around, jumping, running and shaking his wings to make sure he could move comfortably in his new accessories. They felt a little heavy, but not as much as part of him expected; he'd get used to. Had really Hiccup made them for him?

- And this is for me – Hiccup put on a belt with a harness made of leather straps that crossed his chest forming an "x" -, if you let me.

Hesitation turned Toothless' bright green eyes opaque for a second. Would he really risk a second "accident" with Hiccup on his back? Was Hiccup even aware of what he was about to do…? Of course he was. Hiccup knew better than Toothless believed. He was smart, he was mature and, contrary to the popular opinion, he could very well take care of himself. He could even take care of a dragon for the gods' sake!

Meanwhile, Hiccup waited, a considerably worried expression settled on his face. Maybe he'd gone too far assuming that he could just come and ride a Night Fury. "Maybe I've offended him" the question could be read in his eyes and furrowed eyebrows.

For all response, Toothless lowered his head, inviting Hiccup to climb on the saddle.

He knew Hiccup wanted to ride him, and he wanted him to.

.

.

.
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* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note:<strong>_ The feels! ! The feels! ! Do you feel them? ? Do you? I for sure can. ^^

Aren't you just relieved that they make up and Toothless does get his tailfin and Hiccup does ride him again? Aren't you? I know I am.

And the weekly update will now be back.

.

In the meantine, I wanna thank from the bottom of my heart to:

.

AlexJohnD, shyboywriter, Splendidguy44, DragonDude23,

Let my dragons roar, AliceCullen3, AtkiakFF, Mousettezz,

BeautifulBayonetta, Shy Owl, Loti-miko, Ilmazzobro, aura,

Psycho-Pacgirl, Ancientathens, Elder The 1st, Pawii-Chan.

.

_IRT Mousettezz:_ Thank youuuuuuuu! And yes, I guess I could, and it would have a lot of variety since spanish is... much richer in swearing. I actually plan to write the whole fic in spanish once I finish it.

_IRT Loti-miko:_ Sí, soy una desgraciada, ¡y a mucha honra! Jiji. He escrito cosas peores que ese capítulo, créeme. Espero haber podido curar tu corazón con esta actualización. ^^

_IRT Psycho-Pacgirl:_ Dudie, te adoro, pero tus dotes de profeta me intrigan... Como decimos en México: ¿Qué comes que adivinas? Bueno, aunque te diré que sólo acertaste en parte, pero no te especificaré cuál fue la correcta... Wajajaja (-eso es una risa malvada-). ^^

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a **review**. ^^_

.
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**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.
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**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

**_Note:_** Happy Day of the Dead everyone! ! !

_¡ ¡ ¡ ¡ Feliz __Día de Muertos__ a todos ! ! ! !_

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 14: Initiative.**

**.**

**.**

Their first flight, however, turned out to be an experience none of them would feel very proud of in the near or far future. The whole device Hiccup designed was a good idea, but still needed some important details improved. Toothless shook his wings five times and they fell into the pond, which made the black dragon go red with embarrassment and a bit of frustration, but Hiccup laughed and shouted excitedly because everything worked actually better than he expected (part of him feared the tailfin would shred apart in the first three seconds of trial).

- Don't be like that, Toothless, this is just attempt #1. Trial and error, bud, trial and error…

Those three words Toothless heard them so much the next few days he almost began to hate them. He didn't have Hiccup's patience, that was a fact, yet neither did he have the heart to spoil what evidently was the biggest fun Hiccup had had in years. He was just so proud of his invention that he didn't care about the slow perfection-process they were going through; every tiny success and the countless appalling fails he treasured all the same. Toothless, on the other hand, could only draw half a draconian smile every time they elevated four meters without any incidents.

It is important to mention that Toothless didn't return to school. He didn't feel ready to go back into society; his temper was still scalded and he didn't want to risk losing control and taking his fury against innocent people… again. His reactions against Hiccup, Mrs. Evans and even some random people on the streets kept Toothless' guilt-complex quite active lately.

Hiccup let the dragon do as he pleased, but he still had some final exams to excel at. Now that he and Toothless were in good terms again he could concentrate much better, which was a relief, but he still escaped the rest of his classes to go and practice more flying. He hasn't said it aloud, but he secretly wanted to dominate this riding issue before Toothless' birthday on upcoming december 21st.

Eventually, Toothless went human again, but the only things he talked about were the progress in their flying tests, some advices of when Hiccup should open the tailfin wide or medium length, and how he found it funny that the thick straps of the saddle happened to cover some convenient parts of his human anatomy (receiving for all answer a hard blush and some giggle and babbling about the odd and demure coincidence).

Luckily Toothless didn't ask about school, which was good, because Hiccup didn't want to be the one to tell him that he'd missed all of his final exams and consequently failed his fifth semester. Time would come to take care of the routine, later.

.

.

- How much height was that? – asked Hiccup, finally stepping on the ground after two hours of "trial and error".

They landed (quite decently, for the first time) near the main road, because Hiccup had to go back to school to pick his report card, for it was the last day of school. The brown-haired boy looked away as Toothless went human and dressed himself with the clothes Hiccup had so kindly brought for him.

- Flying between the trees? Eight meters, average. Thirteen at our best moments – he replied, his numbed hands having some difficulties with the zipper of his pants.

- But we did fly above the treetops this time.

- Twenty, thirty meters, maybe more… – said the black-haired boy, unimpressed. He finally got fully clothed and tapped on Hiccup's shoulder to announce he was done.

- Toothless, that's great! We're really improving fast.

- But we're still too slow – he pouted -. If only you could forget that useless piece of paper…

- Hey! This "piece of paper" prevents us from crashing against the rocks… again.

There they go. Hiccup had drawn a guide of the various tail positions required to do certain movements, and he used it all the time when flying, and so far it had proven somewhat efficient. Toothless, however, considered it an unnecessary item that pretty much distracted Hiccup from the real sensation of flight. They'd had this discussion many a time in the only three days of existence of the guide, and none of them was willing to give in.

- Flying is about instinct, not knowledge – argued Toothless, not losing the faintly mocking smile adorning his face -. It's all in the practice, Hiccup.

- Practice and theory go hand by hand in the beginning. Flying comes natural to you, but we humans need some bases. Don't worry, when I get better I won't need it.

- Let's try flying without your guide, just once – he insisted.

- Once I've perfected the harness in the saddle… we'll see – Hiccup refused.

Toothless blinked for a second, confused.

- Are you saying "no"? To _me_?

Hiccup chuckled involuntarily.

- Odin, you're shocked for real. Is it really the first time? I've spoiled you too much.

- No, I was like that since before – Toothless played along.

They'd been making jokes about that the whole week, only to diminish the tension of a matter they knew was way too serious to ignore. It was true, in the months their relationship had lasted Hiccup had been too condescending and Toothless had allowed many details about him to still remain secret. But that was about to change, and Hiccup was the one to determine so. Some of his comments occasionally turned sarcastic (something so far Toothless hadn't seen in him, but recognized that it came to Hiccup naturally), and that's what made it clear for Toothless, in a very affectionate way nonetheless, that Hiccup had forgiven this quite easily, but it would be the last time and from now on things should move on to a next stage of trust.

Thinking of this they'd gone quiet for a while.

- Still, we're a great team – Toothless said out of the blue, bringing a shy smile to Hiccup's mouth that disappeared only seconds later.

- By the way, team, I don't think I can come this afternoon – he said as he removed his belt and harness, biting his lip in remorse -. I need to talk with my father… Are you upset?

- No. I guess that's the signal for me to start working things on my own… I have to go home as well. I have to… get back into the real world.

- Do you want me to stay? We could do this together- - -

- No – Toothless shook his head -. I have to do this alone… But… call you tomorrow?

Hiccup nodded, kissed him goodbye and walked away down the road until Toothless could no longer see him, even with his sharp dragon sight.

Carrying the bag containing the prosthetic tailfin (and all the other additions) that allowed him to fly once again, Toothless headed in his own direction.

.

Meanwhile, back at Berk's High School:

- And… he's alive – said Ruffnut when she saw Hiccup pass by, his report card in hand -. Gimme the money, Tuff.

- What money? Didn't bet anythin' – refused Tuffnut.

- You did.

- Didn't.

- Did! – shouted the twin girl.

- Didn't! – the male twin shouted back.

- Guys, grow up – interfered Astrid, taking seat at their favorite table in the cafeteria -. Ruff, stop trying to make money out of everything, Tuffnut didn't bet this time – the female twin groaned indignantly, Astrid ignored her and drew a smile -. What was the bet about anyway?

- Nothing – said Ruffnut, then her attention turned to Snotlout, sitting by Astrid's side with a miserable expression on his face, which was extremely weird, considering he was at Astrid's side -. So how was it big guy? Bad as you expected?

- Worse – Snotlout hid his report card in his pockets -: failed half my subjects. I'm coursing fifth semester again.

Both Astrid and Ruffnut patted him on the back, solacing.

- Look at the bright side: you'll be quarterback again – suggested Tuffnut, then asked his sister -. We made it to sixth semester, right Ruff?

- Barely, Tuff, barely…

- Even they approved their finals! Now I'm seriously depressed – pouted Snotlout. Astrid couldn't hold back her compassionate laughter.

- Oh, cheer up. Next year will be better – then she decided to change the conversation topic and talk about happier matters. She clapped her hands enthusiastically -. So, where are you guys going for the holidays? I'll go skiing, with my parents. The chalet is awesome! – she grinned.

- Well, I'm staying as far from the snow as possible – revealed Snotlout, recovering his usual self-satisfied expression -. Ten days on a cruise: heated pool, southern weather. I'm spending Christmas and New Year on the paradise!

- And you? – Astrid asked the twins.

- We're goin' to Norway to visit the family. Which is great, grandpa always gives me the best presents. I'm his favorite one.

- No, _I'm_ his favorite – Tuffnut differed at once.

- Oh, gods – complained Astrid, leaning back on her chair and exchanging an exasperated look with Snotlout that meant "Who punches them fisrt? Me or you?"

Snotlout gladly took the initiative.

.

Hiccup didn't know it right then, but that conversation would actually have a meaningful effect in the way his holidays were about to develop.

Of course right now he had nothing to worry and everything to feel proud. Top of the class, again, and all his grades were excellent (well, except for PE which was simply good). And he was improving a lot in all this new dragon-riding stuff (who would have thought his dream job would ever come true?). And Toothless was safe, and welcoming him back into his life after a serious emotional breakdown.

And his father was pretending not to know he'd been escaping school the whole week, even though it was something the whole city had presumably heard about already. Stoick was actually behaving abnormally… fatherly.

He even closed the gym early and took Hiccup to dine at his favorite restaurant to celebrate the successful conclusion of another semester. Frankly, Hiccup was getting scared, maybe the aliens had abducted his father and either replaced him with a clone or brainwashed him.

He tapped his fingers against the table rhythmically as he looked at the waiters going from here to there, bearing an uncomfortable expression. He was really freaked out, his father was really out of character in the late days, and that could mean either fantastic or terrible news. "Well, you better figure out which ones" he thought.

- Wow – Hiccup began speaking awkwardly, catching his father's attention in that very instant -, we haven't come here since… well, since… Mom…

- Yeah… – Stoick unconsciously interrupted - So, how was school t'day?

- Great – the boy responded way too quickly -. It was great… You already saw my grades, they're great…

- Yeah… Gobber says ya're top o' tha class again…

Hiccup almost choked with his own spit. So that was it. How could Hiccup forget that crucial detail? Gobber was obviously keeping Stoick well informed of his son's whereabouts, just as he had since Hiccup entered high school. This was one of those times when Hiccup cursed both his luck and his father's social life. Gobber knew a handful of important things… most of them concerning to Hiccup being bullied on a daily basis and befriending someone with the apparent hostile personality of Toothless'. The Haddock boy wondered how much Gobber had decided to share.

And that's when Hiccup wished he and Toothless had kept their distances and chose to be together only in the utmost secrecy. What if Gobber had discovered that they were more than friends? Mrs. Cowell knew for sure, she was a sensible woman, and she was good friends with Gobber. Well, to be fair everyone was good friends with Gobber, that's why he always knew more than he should and he'd gotten his nickname many, many years ago.

With his mind in the middle of a brainstorm Hiccup went silent for entire minutes. When he finally came back to reality, ten possible excuses to justify his closeness with Toothless invented, Stoick looked at him through suspicious eyes and a skeptically raised eyebrow.

- Ya ain't usually this quiet. Anythin' ya wanna tell me? – he inquired.

Hiccup froze on his spot, wishing to some random god that something, anything happened right then. Some waiter spilling hot coffee on his face… or maybe an earthquake, (so he could disappear in a crevice), a power cut… anything! But no, it was a lovely peaceful day at Berk with anything worse than the regular bad weather. Nothing was going to save Hiccup from this father-and-son conversation.

Perhaps it wasn't such a bad idea, to share some things with his dad. The abyss that separated them for years was slowly closing ever since Hiccup's twisted ankle. Maybe Stoick could actually provide some help, some guide. Maybe if Hiccup chose the correct words he might even understand that he and Toothless were bonded in a very strong and non-traditional way… Ok, maybe the last thing wouldn't happen, but the other options seemed rather convincing.

An idea had been tingling in Hiccup's mind since the night Toothless was knocked down. And, strange as it might be, Stoick was just the person he had to go to for that one.

- Well… actually there's… something I did want to ask you. I know is gonna sound weird, but…

- Whut is it? – Stoick invited, determined to keep Hiccup talking. He had this feeling that if he let the boy go silent again he wouldn't speak until the next day.

Hiccup breathed in and out nervously, he didn't know how to put this to words.

- Dad… I want you to teach me how to fight.

It was Stoick's turn to freeze on his spot. He blinked, shocked.

- _Whut? ?_

- I have to learn how to fight – Hiccup repeated, hardly believing those words had come out from his mouth. Stoick was having a harder time even.

- Ya wanna learn box? ?

- I was thinking of your kick-boxing classes, maybe a bit of wrestli- - -

- Who are ya an' whut've ya done to ma son? – Stoick slammed both hands against the table, causing the whole cutlery to clatter.

Hiccup laughed shamefacedly, scratching the back of his head. Well, at least he wasn't the only one with alien conspiracies in his head. Stoick stared fixedly at him, demanding an explanation, looking rather intimidating with his thick beard and broad shoulders. Hiccup waited until their table-neighbors quit gawking at them in terror to continue speaking.

- Dad, by now I'm sure that you know my ankle wasn't an accident – he sighed, defeated. "Time to confess, Hiccup" -. I didn't fall down any stairs.

Stoick crossed his arms and leaned back on the chair.

- Well, Gobber earn'd 'is nickname for reasons. He mention'd somethin' 'bout… a bully?

- I was beaten… by the quarterback. He used to do it every day – Hiccup added, casually -, different ways, though: sank my head in the toilet, stuck me into his locker… He did push me downstairs once or twice… He'd bullied me since kinder garden basically; in elementary school he used to take the money for my lunch.

- Why didn' ya tell us anythin'?

- Mom knew – Hiccup revealed -. I never told her, but she knew.

At the mention of his wife Stoick's face saddened noticeably, but he held on.

- An' why ya didn' tell _me_?

- Because I knew you'd feel disappointed that I couldn't fight back – he'd said it! Oh, gods, so many years of finding himself pulled down by that sad true and he'd finally gathered the guts to say it out loud! Telling his father what he thought filled Hiccup with a new and resolute flush of energy -. But I wanna do it now: I want to defend… myself.

- This has anythin' t'do with tha' frien' who isn't Fishlegs? – Stoick guessed, scratching his chin thoughtfully.

- What? ? – Hiccup's voice went high-pitched against his will. His father already knew about Toothless? Damn you, Gobber, damn you! ! ! !

- Tha quarterback's now a' tha hospital, right? Gobber said som'one stood for ya an' hit 'im.

- Well, yeah… he… did… – Stoick looked at Hiccup inquisitively, trying to push him to talk by the mere force of his stare. Hiccup surrendered -. We call him Toothless. He's a good… friend.

- Toothless? ? Soun's familiar… He's tha newcomer?

- Yeah, that's him…

- An' he got all this fightin' sttuf in ya head?

- No! – there, the high-pitch again, and a lousy hiccup every now and then (well, actually, the hiccups had delayed quite a while to get into the scene) - No, but… he recently had a problem with… Green Death's gang, the other bullies, you know, and I couldn't pay the favor back to him. They… they hurt him, and I wasn't able to help him. I have to learn how to defend myself, dad, so I can stand for my friends as well!

- Hiccup… I've been waitin' ma 'ntire life t'hear ya say tha' an' still… Ya sure this is whut ya want? – the boy nodded -. Well, great, then… but ya've t'know tha' it's gonna be hard, an' it'll hurt 89% o' tha times.

- With my statistics, I guess I can take it, dad. Being bullied hurts 100% of the times.

He tried to say it as if it wasn't anything serious, just another part of a geek's daily life. Truth is it wasn't. Even Stoick knew that.

- Hiccup, I'm sorry – he said all of a sudden.

- What for?

- No' bein' a good father – as Stoick pronounced this Hiccup's eyes widened in warm surprise.

- Well… I'm not exactly the son of your dreams- - -

- But ya're a good son. Ya're smart, a bit awkward, per'aps, but ya're a good frien'.

If right then disaster did occur, Hiccup wouldn't care less. Had he really heard those marvelous words coming from his father's mouth? Was it a dream?

- Thanks… – he muttered, sheepish but all heartedly - So, what are we eating? – he called in the best mood of the decade.

- A whole cow wouldn' be bad idea, I'm starvin'…

Stoick barked his potent laugh and Hiccup joined him with a giggle.

This would definitely qualify as one of the best moments in his life.

.

.

It was weird, to say the least, the way Mrs. Evans behaved once Toothless returned to the tenement house. She was all smiles and kindness and… cupcakes. She didn't scold Toothless for running away, she didn't claim him for paying the rent late, she'd even phoned to Hotel Nordic and supported Toothless' sickness alibi so he could keep his job.

It was frankly strange. Almost as if she knew something was going to happen to Toothless and she wanted to make his last days as nice and easy as possible.

She even plotted to have Toothless accepting that she cooked for him and Hiccup that weekend. "Why don't you bring your friend here for lunch time Toothless?"

And now there they were, sitting in the common kitchen on sunday evening, while Mrs. Evans walked from here to there cooking and singing old-fashioned songs to herself.

- Is she feeling alright? I mean she's nice and everything, but this is too much for my taste – whispered Hiccup, lightheartedly.

- She's been acting weird since I came back – Toothless agreed.

- Guess she missed you too much – he giggled. Toothless looked at him with his eyebrows furrowed in an astounded and curious expression. He'd noticed something.

- Are you alright? Your voice doesn't sound the same: you're out of breath.

Hiccup blushed and cleared his throat in embarrassment.

- Well, that normally happens when you… exercise.

- Exercise? – Toothless was intrigued - What were you doing?

- Ahm… Kind of attended classes… at my dad's gym – he confessed.

- You _what_? ? Is that why your knees are shaking?

- Would you mind not using your dragon-scanner on me today? – Hiccup blushed harder - I thought it'd be a good idea to mend my relationship with him.

- So you're learning how to fight?

- Sort of…

Toothless couldn't explain why, but Hiccup's actions drew a wide smile on his face, and kept it there for the rest of the day, even as awkward as Mrs. Evans constant presence made it. Even so, their first official meal together was a very nice experience.

.

Based on Hiccup's new agenda Toothless decided to do some changes once he returned to his job at Hotel Nordic. Hiccup would be training with his father every morning (oh, poor boy, every muscle in his body ached dreadfully the whole day after every practice), so he switched turns with a morning employee during the holidays to have every afternoon free to go flying with Hiccup.

They settled a new routine, and it was really nice to spend all that time together.

- Hey, Night, isn't that your friend? – asked one of the black-haired boy's workmates, pointing at Hiccup who waited patiently sitting in the lobby.

It was the first time since they established their new schedule that Hiccup went to pick him up at the hotel. Toothless had finished his turn and was now free to go, but it was too early to go flying.

He went up to Hiccup and was surprisingly tackled by a breath-taking hug.

- Happy birthday! ! – Hiccup exclaimed, wrapping him tighter with both arms.

- You remembered!

- Are you kidding? How could I possibly forget your nineteenth birthday? – he grabbed Toothless' hand and pulled him outside with an enthusiasm worthy of a little child.

Toothless, on the other hand, felt his mood taint with sadness and nostalgia.

- Well… no one has celebrated me in quite a long time…

- That's about to change. I got something special prepared for today – Hiccup stood on his tiptoes and brushed his lips against Toothless', completely careless of being seen for once -. Come on!

He stopped a taxi and hauled Toothless inside. They headed to the tenement house.

- Surprise! ! ! – everyone had shouted in the second Toothless crossed the door. The black-haired boy covered his face with both hands, feeling somewhat ashamed.

- Hiccup, tell me you didn't plan a surprise party…

- Well, it's not exactly a party, and it wasn't me. Mrs. Evans insisted so much… and I thought it was a good idea, so I called the guys in – he smiled.

Toothless looked at Mrs. Evans through the gap in his fingers, she bore a triumphant grin. So that's what she and Hiccup had discussed when washing the dishes.

- Happy birthday Toothless! – came Fishlegs, handing him a present.

Aura and the other four nerds that sat on their table (who weren't exactly friends yet very good companions) were there too, and even two of Toothless' comrades from HN.

Toothless couldn't help but thinking that all this was very unlike him. He didn't like crowds; he didn't like people for the gods' sake! He preferred privacy and secrecy and pretty much the way he and Hiccup had worked all this time along. But it was nice to know there were persons out there ready to employ their time doing something out of the ordinary for you; people that appreciated what you did even though they only let you know once or twice a year, which was still more than regular people did.

They sang for him and gave him presents and ate cake all together (a chocolate cake proudly baked by Mrs. Evans), and all of them were considerate enough to leave early so he could still celebrate in the private way he obviously liked.

As he and Hiccup watched everyone go, waving their hands goodbye and shouting the last congratulations of the day, Toothless felt, for the first time in a decade, home.

Once everyone was out of sight and they stood alone at the door Hiccup intertwined his fingers with Toothless' and dedicated a gentle smile to him.

- I know it was like a lot of people, but still… Did you have a good time?

- It's the biggest fun I've had in years. Who would've thought? I _do_ have a social life – he joked. Hiccup chuckled along.

- Ok, there is more. Two things. Number one – he lifted one finger -: don't open my present until you're alone. Number two… – he let go of Toothless' hand, fished the (in) famous guide out of his pocket and ripped it before the dragon boy's eyes - Let's go flying.

Toothless' heartbeat fastened and a warm sensation lit his face up with a huge smile.

.

.

Now that was the best flying session ever. Like _ever_ for real.

Hiccup hesitated at the beginning, but as soon as they elevated beyond the treetops something changed inside of him. He knew what to do, he didn't have to think it through; he simply knew it. He could foretell every single movement of Toothless', the exact width and angle required for the tailfin; he felt every muscle tense and move beneath the black scales, almost as if his thoughts were connected with those of the dragon he was riding. Their hearts eventually started beating at the same rhythm, and Hiccup could feel the fresh wind curl around Toothless' wings as if they were his.

They flew and reached higher, passed the clouds, to a haven on the sky where the moon shone and the floor was made of clouds whose snow couldn't touch them.

They bonded deeper than imagination considered possible.

None of them had ever felt so alive…

.

They descended back to earth flooded with an uncontrollable euphoria. Toothless went hybrid, kissed Hiccup passionately and thanked him for being a genius and making him fly again. Suddenly an intense and brand-new urgency settled in their minds and hearts at the same time, and with mere looks they determined the impulse was worth to be followed.

Hiccup climbed again on the Night Fury's back and they flew between the trees towards Berk. Luckily Toothless lived in a lonely neighborhood at the city's periphery; it wasn't hard for the dragon and his rider to reach the roof of the tenement house in the middle of the snow and the darkness.

They sneaked in Toothless' bedroom through the window (finding it quite convenient that he slept in the attic), though Hiccup slipped with the frost that the first snowstorm of the winter season left on the frame.

- Ouch – he complained, brining a smirk to the dragon boy's lips.

Hiccup looked around as Toothless helped him incorporate. The room was obviously small, but it felt warmth and comfy. Toothless only had one large shelf and a small wooden desk where his books and laptop rested respectively; postcards and pictures and maps of every place on Earth he wanted to visit were pinned on the door; he didn't have a closet, but a trunk to put his clothes away; and the mattress laid plain on the floor, no box. Everything was perfectly clean, though, and on the ceiling there was a drawing of the same dragon than hung from Toothless' neck.

How could a place so small and simple have such a magnetic and intriguing aura? Hiccup couldn't help but gape in fascination at every tiny detail of everything around him.

- I've never been to your room before.

- Welcome to my den – Toothless said, then sat on the mattress. He'd removed the prosthetic tail and saddle and put on some trousers as Hiccup got through the window, because even for a half dragon the weather was extremely cold.

Focusing his attention on the door and the different pictures Hiccup removed his harness and belt, unzipping his thick jacket afterwards. He watched the many postcards, all of them from the UK, and then the photographs and maps, reading the names of the places: Barcelona, Berlin, Vienna, St. Petersburg, even New Zealand.

- I've lived in many cities; most of them I didn't choose – explained Toothless -. One day I'll get to know all those places.

- Will you take me with you? – Hiccup asked, focusing his olive-green eyes on him.

- Come here.

Hiccup approached Toothless and let those strong arms wrap around his skinny waist, that dragon nose press against his abdomen, inhaling deeply. Hiccup closed his eyes, let his jacket slid down his arms and buried his hands in that silky, messy black hair.

The heat emanating from Toothless was unbelievably enticing, the way his hands moved up and down his back, sending shivers through his entire body. Filled with ecstasy Hiccup kneeled for his face to be at the height of Toothless', and brought their mouths together in a torrid kiss. That was the sign for Toothless to slither his hands beneath Hiccup's clothes and burn his skin with its contact, causing him to moan against his lips. He needed to feel Hiccup so badly that only a couple seconds later the green sweater and shirt were already forgotten on the floor. He moved his lips to Hiccup's neck, drawing a path of butterfly kisses on his jaw and down to his clavicle. Then Hiccup's hand slid down his chest and stopped on his hips, which was enough to drive Toothless totally crazy.

In one movement he had Hiccup lying on the bed beneath his burning body, his knee pressing suggestively against Hiccup's sensitive thighs (of course constant riding had an effect on one's body). Their gazes locked together for what felt like an eternity, silent promises being made and scandalous confessions exposed.

Hiccup shuddered against his will, unsure if it was out of excitement or… or panic. There was a gleam of doubt in his eyes; he'd never been this close with, well, with anyone, not even with himself, and though the warmth Toothless brought to him was extremely enjoyable there was something that felt out of place. The caresses on his body, the texture of Toothless' wet lips against his awakening skin… it was amazing, but… but Hiccup couldn't go any further. His body was sending a message to his brain, and his mind was actively rejecting it.

Toothless, however, didn't seem to notice. He was too aroused already, his body reacting according to its own instincts, taking over his heart and mind. For all that's pleasurable he just wanted Hiccup to take care of the increasing pressure in his crotch, and he thrust his hips against the other boy's in a sinful, animalistic way whereas his tongue drew patterns on Hiccup's shoulder and neck.

- To-Toothless… – Hiccup gasped, his mind entering in alert state as an intruder hand dug in the borders of his pants - Toothless! ! Stop! – he shoved the boy away, incorporating halfway.

Toothless retreated, puzzled the most and blinking repeatedly as if he'd just waken up from a trance. Hiccup sat on the edge of the bed and hugged himself, feeling miserable.

- I'm sorry – he said, not daring to meet Toothless' gaze -. I want to, but I can't.

- Did I…?

- I'm not ready – Hiccup explained.

Realization hit Toothless mercilessly in less than a second. He'd gone too fast, he'd been rude, he'd positively made Hiccup feel nervous and scared, and (worst of all) he'd been so selfish he could have even hurt him.

Cautiously he moved closer to Hiccup and embraced him in a pure, caring hug that truly meant "It's ok"; he could control himself now. It took a while for him to serene, but finally Hiccup hugged him back.

- I can be such an animal sometimes… – Toothless apologized, assuming full responsibility. It surprised him to hear Hiccup snigger lowly to that comment - Are you alright?

Hiccup nodded, his lips now curled in a tranquil smile.

- It's late, do you want me to take you home? – Toothless offered.

- I told my dad I'd sleep over with Fishlegs. Can I stay here… with you?

Hiccup asked with such innocence that Toothless couldn't restrain the need of placing a chaste kiss on his forehead to confirm that it would be safe. They cuddled as close as they could under the sheets, for Hiccup was very cold.

Absentmindedly, Toothless nuzzled the tip of his nose against Hiccup's earlobe in a draconian gesture to express love until the moment they both fell asleep.

.

.

.
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* * *

><p><strong><em>Another note:<em>** Don't hate me for this chapter. Seriously: don't. Hiccup wasn't ready, IT HAPPENS!

.

You can assume by the lack of "notes" today that I'm not feeling alright, so if you were kind enough to cheer me up with written words I'd really appreciate it. If not... well, I took a double dose tonight (-Is that legal?- Squirrel wonders), so it shouldn't be that bad.

.

Still, **thanks** a lot from my very soul to:

LadyLombax, AlexJohnD, Koro Usagi, Ilmazzobro,

AliceCullen3, Ancientathens, Elder The 1st, Loti-miko,

Horizonsatdawn, TheArctic78, AtkiakFF, Joan111.

You're all the best and you gotta know it people! ! Thanks a lot! !

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_

_._
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How to train your dragon, Toothcup.
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**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

**_Note:_** First of all, well, sorrysorrysorry for the late update! ! Last week utterly sucked because friday was the birthday of a girl cousin which I hate (she's racist and oh-so-empty...), so I had like no time at all. And this week I've been having troubles with my electricity service, so I think the next update will be in two weeks... I'll try to update next week, on time, but my internet is so lame lately...

Ah, whatever. This chapter is exactly what it says: a glimpse at the past (and future) of our lovely boys. Huge OC coming into scene.

_Psycho-Pacgirl_, get ready for your answers! ! ;-)

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 15: Backgrounds.**

** .**

**.**

Even with the smell of Hiccup's hair softly lulling all of his senses, Toothless could immediately notice something was going utterly wrong.

Two persons were discussing in the first floor, possibly at the laundry room, both females, judging by their voices. One of them was Mrs. Evans, but the other one…

Hiccup whined when Toothless' arm moved beneath his head, his eyelids opening lazily, and the first thing his eyes met was Toothless' distressed expression. He was completely altered by something, it couldn't be more obvious. Hiccup asked him why, but Toothless ignored his question, he was busier focusing his dragon hearing on the argue moving from the laundry room to the stairs and up.

- He rents the room in the attic, right? – the foreigner female voice asked, noticeably upset, as its owner walked upstairs.

- Yes, but please, let him be! – interfered Mrs. Evans, clearly trying to stop the other woman -. You'll wake my other tenants. Can't you wait at least until he wakes up?

- Oh, I've waited long enough already. He's listening to me right now!

- No, please, please stop! – insisted Mrs. Evans.

The foreigner woman was now meters apart from Toothless' closed door, and still he couldn't identify her voice. He'd heard it before, he knew it, but where? How long ago?

Now Hiccup could hear her as well. The woman came to a stop before the door and groaned in frustration when she found it locked.

- Dean, open the door.

Toothless' heart stopped beating, his tanned face turned white as paper. Evelyn!

He jumped out of the bed and started getting dressed as fast as he could, asking Hiccup to do the same. The Haddock boy picked his sweater from the floor and put it on; three seconds later he remembered he was supposed to be wearing a shirt underneath.

Evelyn raised her voice.

- Oh, come on, Dean. I know you're in there! You knew I was coming sooner or later – when she received no response she turned to the landlady -. Give me the key.

- Beg pardon?

- You must have a copy of the key. Give it to me – she ordered -. You know what we're risking here: we can't afford wasting more time.

Finding no argument to contradict the other woman, Mrs. Evans did as she was told. Evelyn opened the door in a second and stormed into the room.

- Don't you dare pretending to be surprised, Dean, because you- - -

Her voice trailed off gradually as her eyes registered the scene before her: Dean, standing in the middle of the room, dealing with his belt and wearing no shirt, and on his bed some random brown-haired guy with naked feet and an inside-out sweater.

And only to make it worse, Mrs. Evans saluted Hiccup and apologized copiously to him because had she known he'd slept over she would've never given the key to Evelyn and she was oh-so-mortified. Both guys went red and face-palmed in unison.

Evelyn let out an incredulous and irritated sigh; then focused her olive-green eyes on Toothless with a unique mixture of anger and embarrassment shining on them.

- Meet me in the kitchen in five minutes.

Toothless and Hiccup exchanged astonished looks, the dragon boy begging for a fast and merciful death with his.

.

.

Oh, she needed coffee; strong, black coffee. Maybe even a bit of strong, black, Irish coffee. She picked a random cup from the shelves, filled it and put it into the microwave; then searched thoroughly until she found the instant coffee. She sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose: she'd decide the "Irish" part depending of whatever explanation Dean would tell her. Excuse, more likely, considering the scandalous scene in his bedroom.

Getting the cup out of the microwave, Evelyn watched her rolex and did some mental calculus. Knowing him, Dean would join her after the exact five minutes. So he did, but Evelyn didn't hear one single step coming downstairs. She inwardly cursed his reptilian stealth.

- That was _so not_ what it looked like – Toothless came in apologizing.

Evelyn bit her lips and added spoon after spoon of powder with rage into the hot water.

- I'd love to say that whatever you do with your body is none of my business. But guess what? You're half a dragon and anything you do with that half _is_ my business.

- That was _not_ what it looked like – Toothless repeated, this time indignant.

- Then what was it? Who is he to begin with? – she threw the spoon away - Is that why you've been this careless? You should've left this city two months ago, in the very first moment those Hunters found you. You've risked your life to flirt around with _that guy_?

Evelyn's voice high-pitched noticeably when pronouncing those last words referring to Hiccup. Toothless' pupils dilated and devoured his green irises; the dark gray jersey he was wearing increased his somber expression.

- He has a name, you know?

- No, I don't, because you'd never mentioned him – responded Evelyn in her defense. She rested her right hand on her hip and pinched the bridge of her nose again with the other, looking rather mortified and aggrieved. She felt left behind, and she couldn't stand that fact. Right now she was claiming Toothless not for being with another boy, or for getting distracted by him, but for not telling her that there was a boy -. For god's sake! I didn't even know you were into guys! This isn't working, Dean, you and I can't live apart anymore. You're coming back to London with me.

- Says who?

- Well, I do. Me, the woman who's taken care of you for a decade, the woman who's paid for your studies – she reminded him, an offended expression settling onto her face, drama filling her voice -; the woman who loses her sleep wondering if you are alive because she can't call you as often as she'd like to because it's too dangerous. I know we weren't in good terms before you came here, but you have to understand, Dean, you have to believe me when I say that I'm doing the best I can. I am not your mom, I never will, but you are the only family I've got left.

She meant it; everything she said, she meant it. Evelyn was always like that, that's why she wasn't fond of lying, no matter the circumstances (although she did believe in omitting important information when necessary). She could be paranoid and get really furious whenever things were related to the Night Fury, but she was still a marvelous person, and she had loved Toothless as only families do for years. She deserved at least the benefit of doubt; after all, Toothless had only two persons in the world he knew would never betray him: Hiccup and Evelyn.

He relaxed a lot after considering that, and for the first time was able to look at her in a neutral way. He hadn't seen her in a long time, and she still looked exactly as he remembered her, except for the travelling clothes and her tired expression. But her wavy auburn hair, her delicate nose and her fairy-like eyes were still the same.

Actually, Toothless had forgotten the color of her eyes, and now that he saw them again he couldn't help but consider it a weird coincidence that she and Hiccup both owned olive-green eyes.

- What are you thinking? – Evelyn wanted to know, feeling somewhat anxious for Toothless' prolonged silence.

- Nothing important – he said.

- Let me judge that. Tell me.

The boy ruffled his hand through his hair and shrugged his shoulders in a disdaining gesture.

- Just… How did you find out about the attack two weeks ago?

- Oh, Dean- - -

- Mrs. Evans told you, didn't she? That I didn't come home that night – he guessed. Well, it was more than a guess, it was pretty obvious based on the bits of information he'd gotten from dragon-eavesdropping the two women's previous discussion -. You know her. That's why you agreed when I chose Berk: she would keep you informed.

- She's my aunt, in law. She married my father's brother – Evelyn confessed.

Well, that was a lot more than what he suspected. So they were almost family too? Was that why Mrs. Evans was always so protective of him and assumed responsibilities that no landlady would ever take for a tenant? Toothless had always felt the old woman had some secret preference for him, and she'd done a lot of favors to him without being asked.

Now everything made sense; in a worrying, slightly creepy way.

- What else has she told you?

- Not enough. She respects your privacy very much, don't get mad at her – Evelyn said in a very soft and calming way, understanding Toothless' anxiety better than she'd done in the last minutes. She finally took a sip from her coffee -. She never mentioned that guy, anyways.

- His name is Hiccup – Toothless snapped. Evelyn rolled her eyes.

- What a _lovely_ name…

- His name is Jay, his nickname's Hiccup – the dragon boy specified, upset before Evelyn's sarcasm. She'd always hated nicknames for some mysterious and incomprehensible reason; and there it was again: her bad mood.

- Dean, you know you can't afford emotional links, least of all an affair.

- He's not an _affair_ – Toothless raised his voice, his heartbeat fastening and color tainting his face. It was offensive to define what he felt for Hiccup as mere physical attraction -. I've never felt this way. I would do anything for him. I'd die for him!

Evelyn almost chokes on her coffee. Irish, definitely Irish. Where did Mrs. Evans put the bloody whiskey? She was getting a headache.

- Dean, what you're saying is something really serious…

- It's the truth, is what I feel: I'd die for him – he repeated, completely convinced.

- If you stay in Berk any longer _that_ will become true – Evelyn reminded. Someone had to wake this boy up! -. Now go pack your things. We leave today.

- What? ? No! I'm not leaving Hiccup! ! – Toothless smashed his closed fists against the kitchen table and vehemently shook his head in negation.

- God's sake, Dean! ! – Evelyn shouted, spilling a bit of her coffee in the process. What had this guy done to Dean? - He will undoubtedly leave you if he ever- - -!

- He knows – Toothless interrupted, his breath uneasy and his face looking as if made of stone -. _Everything_. I've shown him.

- _You what? ? ?_

Evelyn's mood reset with that declaration. Her brain connected some dots at the speed of light, drawing a whole new perspective around that brown-haired boy. Now, either he really liked Dean and didn't care about his dual nature,_ or _he was one of _them_ and was just pretending so he could hand Dean over. It had already happened; of course no Hunters' ally had ever faked a romantic interest in Dean to obtain information.

However, Toothless didn't have to try hard to decipher Evelyn's new thoughts. Why did she have to be so paranoid? Well, it was a natural response due to his record, but still.

- He saved my life and it's thanks to him that I can fly – he continued.

- Fly, what do you mean "fly"?

- Apparently my wounds weren't as insignificant as I wanted to believe…

Evelyn's face distorted with horror as she finally heard the detailed story of how Dean had come to lose his tailfin. Ok, forget the Irish coffee, she'd take the whiskey alone. So this guy had actually helped Dean in his dragon form? Well, that annulled all of her suspicions about him working for the Hunters. Why wasting the perfect chance of capturing the only half human and half dragon of the world in the Vatican's name?

If everything Dean was saying was true (and he didn't really have any reasons to lie), then this Hiccup guy is way much more than meets the eye. But that didn't change anything, except perhaps the fact that now Evelyn wouldn't have to do one of her _tricks_ to erase all evidence of Dean's presence in Berk.

- …I can fly again and it's thanks to Hiccup – Toothless finished his story -. He's my rider. We have a bond.

- Oh, Dean – Evelyn felt like such an awful person, but there was nothing to be done. Her decision was already made, and she wasn't going to change it -, you can't get more people involved. Do you realize you're endangering him with this secret? – she had to convince him, somehow. It was necessary - If you really care about him you have to get him out of this.

- So I have to leave him anyways? – Toothless understood Evelyn's intentions. He shook his head again - No. I want to stay in Berk. I have a home here!

Evelyn pulled herself together and managed to gain that authoritarian and intimidating aura that all those years had allowed her to keep Dean safe, even from himself. She didn't travel all the way from London to Berk at night to _ask_ him. Dean was going with her, for his own welfare, even if he refused to understand the reasons. After all, he was still a teenager, and it was Evelyn's job to guide his way.

- Listen, apparently we were lucky, but barely – she said -. The Hunters think it was a Monstrous Nightmare, they captured one five days ago; that's why they haven't chased you. There are many dragons in these mountains, and if they find out they'll never leave.

- You could stop the Hunters from finding out. _They_ could! – Toothless argued.

Evelyn lost her voice for half a second; she didn't expect Dean to play _that_ card.

- I can't use them as I please, you know that. I'm supposed to protect _them_, not use them to protect you. That's not their job!

- Neither is yours – replied Toothless, cold.

Evelyn breathed in, rage building inside of her, her chin lifting involuntarily. Now that was her signal; if she had to play foul and use Dean's emotions against him, she will.

The goal justifies the means. Always.

- After ten years I think it is. Didn't you listen? They captured a dragon. You could be the next one. What will you do if this boy is with you when that happens? And if he's your _rider_ he definitely will. Do you think they'll let him go? No! They'll use him, and abuse him… – she could immediately read the subtle changes on Dean's facial and corporal expression, he was no longer defensive. It was time for her move -. Now I'll ask you one more time, Dean, and _please_ think carefully about it: Are you coming with me to London?

It hurt Toothless to his very soul, but Evelyn was right: risking himself was one thing, but risking Hiccup's life was an entirely different matter. How could he be so selfish?

In the end, heartbroken the most, Toothless mumbled a "Yes".

Oh, thank god, she'd done it. She felt guilty for forcing him to leave the place that had finally become his home, but if he didn't remember the priority of his life he wouldn't have the chance to ever enjoy this home.

- We don't have to leave today – Evelyn tried to solace, but the tension was impossible to dissipate. Oh, damn it, she was the villain in this tale, but one day Dean would understand why it was necessary -. You can say goodbye, but you have until Christmas. We'll leave on the 26th's morning. Please, don't be so sad. If everything goes fine, maybe you can come back in a year.

That didn't do anything to cheer Toothless up, and since Evelyn could think of nothing more to say, she guessed it was the perfect time for her to go.

When Evelyn was about to leave the house, however, she met Hiccup face to face at the end of the stairs. He didn't say anything, but his eyes gave him away: he'd heard enough, he knew what Evelyn was there for, and he didn't agree. But it wasn't his penetrating and afflicted stare what moved her to the very core, no. She saw a ghost on his face, the same expression of someone she'd lost many, many years ago.

Who was this boy? Was he the incarnation of her mistakes? A presence meant to haunt her and drive her to the edge of guilt?

She couldn't hold Hiccup's gaze for too long. Her breath faltered, and she literally ran away from the place, hands resting on her chest, trying to confirm her heart still beat.

Looking back at the house she caught a glimpse of the scene in the kitchen: Hiccup walking in and Dean immediately going up to him and hugging him desperately.

She decided it in less than a second: she had to learn more about this Hiccup guy.

.

.

The first thing to do was investigating his real name. Easy, really: there was only one Jay on the phone guide. So Jay Haddock it was, but the simplicity of the mission didn't calm her stressed nerves at all, quite the opposite. Evelyn couldn't place why, but the Haddock name sounded somewhat familiar… Anyways, she grabbed her phone to call some favors in and only an hour later she walked into Stoick's gym looking for Hiccup's family to learn anything she could about him and his origins. It was necessary.

Her presence caused quite a stir in the gym, mainly because she was an extremely beautiful woman and many of the guys quit training to admire her physical assets. She huffed in irritation: men in general could be so annoying. If she wanted she could teach all of them a painful lesson, all she needed was her fencing equipment and she'd be ready to kick some butts (and maybe a bit of practice to clean the dust from her old technique). She rejoiced on the mental scenario of her victory over a handful of fighters armed with only a floret and her speed.

"Don't dawdle, there are some urgent matters to solve" she reprimanded herself.

Now, even Stoick had to quit training when the woman walked in. She obviously wasn't a mother: her heels were too high and her coat too fancy. And she obviously wasn't a fighter: her complexion was too delicate, though something in her movements gave her away as some sort of athlete. Whatever the case may be, Stoick needed to get her out of his gym, she was creating too much of a distraction.

So he went straight to her and asked her in the most polite way he could think of:

- Anythin' I can do for ya ma'am?

And then, when the woman turned around and faced him, he experienced the biggest shock of his life.

- _Gerard? ?_ – she gasped, her eyes widening in recognition.

- Ev'lyn? ?

She chuckled hypocritically.

- Twenty years and you still can't pronounce the "e" in the middle, I see…

.
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It took Stoick entire minutes to find his voice again. He felt as if he were talking to a ghost, though; he hadn't seen his sister-in-law for years. He didn't even know if she was still alive or not, he hadn't remembered to question himself about it. And there she was, two decades older but still the same, keeping all the physical similarities she once shared with her sister.

- Whut ya doin' here? – whatever conversation they might have in the next minutes had to start with that question, undoubtedly.

- What are _you_ doing here? – she responded, indignant, brushing the fur on the neck of her coat in a slightly snobbish gesture - Yours is certainly the last face I expected to find in this city.

- I liv' here…

- In Berk? ? – Evelyn raised a thin eyebrow in skepticism. Stoick drew a puzzled expression.

- Born here, rais'd here. Spent ma whole life here. Don' ya remember? ?

- No. Not really – she replied as if it were a normal thing to erase so many things about a person from your memory. She knew it wasn't, though, and inwardly she was beginning to worry about her obliviousness.

- Well, wouldn' really expect ya t'remember me, but ya should remember where ya' sister spent fifteen years o' her life.

- I remember everything about Valery perfectly. Thank you very much – she snapped.

Stoick was seriously confused now. Why was she pretending not to know half the things about the life he and her sister had built together?

- Are ya here t'visit her grave? Since ya couldn' come t'tha funeral…

That seemed like the logic reason, but still was weird since six years had happened since Valhallarama's death, and it wasn't even the anniversary of her passing.

Evelyn shifted her weight uncomfortably from one foot to the other. She'd never thought of visiting her sister's grave; actually, there were days in which she forgot that Valery was dead and why. That was wrong.

"You have no time for this either. You're here for Dean, not for you". She cleaned her throat and straightened herself.

- I was looking for someone… – she informed, casually - Stoick Haddock?

Stoick's face went blank again.

- That'd be me.

- Haddock? ? – Evelyn whined. Gerard's surname was Haddock? Wasn't he called another name when he was a famous fighter? "Of course! He was called _Stoick_ the Vast, how could I be so blind?"

- Ya a'right? Ya look confus'd… Wanna go for a drink? Looks like ya could use one.

That's how Evelyn ended up sitting at a table in Stoick's favorite pub, with a flask of whiskey finally in her right hand and the photograph of her sister that Stoick always kept in his wallet in the other.

- Haddock – she muttered -. To me she was always Valery Valhalla. No matter what.

- T'me she was always Valhallarama Haddock – Stoick recovered his photograph as gently as he could -. Why are ya here?

Evelyn emptied her glass. She wasn't in the mood for providing answers, right now she needed to get them.

- You… You didn't have any children, right?

Well, that was a sensitive subject to be discussing in a pub with a near-stranger. Stoick coughed awkwardly.

- Ehm… Well, Valhallarama was pregnan' when we marri'd, but tha' girl wasn' born. Miscarriage, ya know…

- So, you never…?

- We had a son. He's jus' like her. His name's Jay. I remember ya never liked nicknames, but we call 'im Hiccup.

- Oh, god… – the weight of the world settled on Evelyn's shoulders. She called the barman and asked for more whiskey. This boy certainly couldn't be the guy Dean was infatuated with, could he? - How old is he?

- Seventeen.

- Is he here? At the gym, I mean.

- No, he ain' tha sportive type – Stoick scratched his abundantly bearded chin -. Well, he's been givin' a try this las' week, but he ain' there. He spent tha night with a frien'. If ya wanna see him, ya'll have t'wait.

- And how… how is he? Do you have any pictures? – she said with expectation.

- No' really. We… we didn' have tha bes' relationship till some weeks ago…

- You don't have a picture of your own son? – she reproached as the barman brought her refill - What kind of father are you? ?

- Says tha woman who didn' talk t'her sister in fifteen years – Stoick crossed his beefy arms, offended the most. It wasn't easy to be a father, and surely Evelyn had no idea of what parenting meant -. Hiccup doesn' know anythin' 'bout ya, Valhallarama never told him… Now, be serious, Ev'lyn, whut are ya doin' here?

She wasn't going to explain anything related to Dean to anyone. Maybe it was best to pretend that she was there for herself and not for him, only this time.

- I want to get to know my nephew, is that wrong? – she said.

- Odd. Why _now_?

It was actually a very bad pretext, since Evelyn didn't even know she had a nephew until ten minutes ago, but Stoick, very kindly, ignored all the notorious blanks in her story and let her be. He actually played along, and invited her to join him and Hiccup for Christmas dinner so they could finally know each other. She doubted, and only accepted after Stoick informed that it'd be just them, that his cousin Spitelout and his nephew Snotlout would be gone for the holidays.

- Fine. See you for dinner, then, I must go to solve a tiny issue about job… – she explained as she stood up to leave -. Oh, just one last thing. Is it alright if I bring someone with me?

- Sure, if ya wan' – Stoick agreed.

.
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White. Everything in that bloody place was white, or a lousy shade of blue. And the smell… He hated that stupid place. He hated the stupid bed he laid on. But above all, he hated the stupid bastard that put him there. _Toothless…_

- How are you feeling son?

Great, just what he needed: his stupid father on another of his weekly visits. No, wait, they were daily visits ever since he'd been fired. Green Death stared at his father with his eyes injected with rage. If he could he'd stand up and punch him right on the face, only to show the world that he was still the beast everybody knew him to be…

But with broken ribs, a dislocated shoulder and a delicate spinal column healing he couldn't do any of that. He'd already tried, and it just got him lying back on that stupid bed.

So, how was he feeling? That was an easy one: filled with hate, filled with anger, and filled by a gigantic desire of _vengeance_.

"But I can wait – he thought -. Revenge tastes way better as a cold dish".

He pretended to pay attention to his father's speech, informing him that a new fancy doctor was coming to the hospital, transferred from London, and that she might support the idea of taking the rehab in another hospital. She'd mentioned somewhere in Italy or France when asked, and Mr. Sanders couldn't agree more. They were leaving Berk, anyways; as soon as Green Death was allowed to stand up from that bed, they'd go south.

They'd leave the city that had witnessed the humiliation of the Sanders family, and maybe once they were far from it Green Death would finally feel like revealing who (or what) had injured him so.

Little did he know that Green Death wouldn't say a word, because his vengeance was his and his alone.

And he would get it.

.

.

.
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* * *

><p><strong><em>Another note:<em>** Despite the lack of Toothcup love in this chapter, I have to say/write this: chan, chan cháaaaaaaan~! ! (-that's supposed to be suspenseful music, you know)
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><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 16: Striking.**

**.**

**.**

He still couldn't believe Evelyn had actually gotten him into _this_. How did she manage to have him accepting without realizing? He had two days left in Berk, two days he should spend with Hiccup, but somehow Evelyn convinced him to accompany her to this Christmas dinner, and now his time would be miserably wasted.

Toothless sat on the copilot's seat of the rented car, crossing his arms in irritation and chewing the inner part of his cheek, trying really hard not to talk to Evelyn.

- If you didn't want to come you should have said so, Dean – she reproached when seeing his bad mood.

"Well, it's not like you gave me too much of a choice – Toothless complained to his thoughts -. I mean, I recall saying yes but I can't even define _when_". Yeah, she did that a lot: she started some casual and random conversations, slipped some clue questions in between and before you notice you've already promised to wash the dishes for a month or steal a car. Damn! She was too clever. "But I guess I should be grateful for that, it's the reason she has managed to keep me alive all these years".

- First of all: call me _Toothless_. People here won't even recognize my real name.

- You know I don't like nicknames – Evelyn gritted, not bothering to look at him as he asked her why -. They bring me bad memories…

- Still, you have to call me Toothless. You owe me at least this night – he negotiated.

Evelyn gave in.

- Fine, Toothless it is.

- Thanks – he mumbled. But Toothless didn't feel yet at ease, and he had to let it out -. Do you want to know what's bugging me so much? We're leaving in two days but you already have a social life in Berk? The kind of social life you denied me! ! I should spend this Christmas Eve with Hiccup instead of dinning with some random friend of yours!

- Believe me, _Toothless_: you'll have plenty of time to spend with your boyfriend…

Accidentally, perhaps, but Evelyn managed to shut Toothless with that specific word. They've been together for a while, they were pretty serious in their relationship, no doubt of that, but so far none of them had ever thought of formalizing that much, because that would mean making it public. They didn't think of each other as "boyfriends", the "significant other" term worked marvelously when applied to their situation. For now.

Maybe Toothless should've called Hiccup his boyfriend when he still had the chance. Would they try a long-distance relationship once he left? Hiccup had said yes, but would it work? Or would Evelyn even allow it? She had the power to make Hiccup forget Toothless whenever she felt it necessary.

Suddenly realizing that fact killed all desire Toothless had to argue.

The rest of the journey was tense and silent.

.

But things got quite interesting once they arrived.

Evelyn parked the car in front of a house Toothless knew all too well, even with all the Christmas decoration and the snow on the roofs. How could he not recognize the window on the right corner?

- Ahm… Evelyn?

- Yes? – she responded as she hastily got off the car.

- Why are we here? – contrary to Evelyn, Toothless was slow in his movements, dealing with the shock and the strange foretelling feeling growing in his chest.

- This is the house of my "friend", as you ignorantly called him. I wouldn't refer to him as a friend of any sorts.

- We're not having dinner here… are we?

- Yes, we are – and to confirm it she knocked on the door -. And since we are already here you can't back down now.

At this moment her expression changed, and she suddenly turned gentle and dedicated a caring look to the boy beside her. A guilty smile curled her lips sadly.

- I should have told you this before, but… it's complicated. You'll find out anyways as soon as this door opens. Kneel down.

- What? – why was she whispering to begin with? Was this matter, or whatever, that serious to even get _her_ lowering her voice?

- Kneel, so I can feel like when you were a child.

With a resigned sigh Toothless got down to his knees and Evelyn elegantly crouched before him, like a mother when she wants to be at her little son's height and explain to him the real reasons why his lost dog will never come home again.

- You do remember I had a big sister – Evelyn started.

- You might have mentioned it once or twice.

- Well, I did, and the tricky part is that my sister is your boyfriend's mother…

Toothless didn't even have the time to shock and scream an incredulous "what?!" at the top of his longs. He heard Stoick's heavy steps long before Evelyn, and his common sense had him standing up in time to greet him when he opened the door, leaving the woman alone on the floor. Evelyn had to swallow her pride and stand before Stoick's mildly intrigued eyes, giggling in embarrassment. Well, that was at least a little revenge for Toothless.

- So ya did com' – Stoick nodded in salute, then focused his inquisitive eyes on Toothless -. He's ya' companion?

- Expecting someone older, weren't we? – Evelyn smirked, notoriously satisfied, as if everything were a well-planned joke.

- He's ya' son? – Stoick's jaw dropped in surprise.

- Not exactly. Can we discuss it inside? It's snowing out here, in case you haven't noticed, Gerard.

Though looking rather displeased by the mention of his real name, Stoick invited them in with the most educated gestures he could think off. After all, Evelyn was a fancy guest.

Toothless couldn't help but feeling intimidated when walking by the large man. He'd expected his first meeting with Hiccup's father to happen in a very different way, or rather, never (he's allowed to dream, right?).

In the second he heard Stoick mention how Hiccup was arranging the last details in the dinning-room, Toothless used his draconian skills to join the boy and try to give him a warning. A storm was brewing in their horizon, and he wanted Hiccup to be ready by the time it unleashed.

.

If only he knew the reasons Toothless was there for, Hiccup's face might not have lit up at the sight of him. "Toothless! What are you doing here? A Snoggletog surprise? What if my dad sees you?" It's important to mention that Hiccup didn't celebrate Christmas; he was so special he actually celebrated a unique festivity, something he and his mom made up when he was a child. The "Snoggletog" allusion only made Toothless feel guiltier to know that Hiccup's enthusiasm was to be burst.

The black-haired boy had him shushed placing a silencing finger on his lips. Hiccup sensed right away that something was wrong.

- I swear that I found out less than two minutes ago – Toothless said, holding Hiccup's hand and softly stroking its back with his thumb -. Just remember that I'm here for you, ok?

Puzzlement pulled a mask over Hiccup's head. What was Toothless talking about?

- Where's tha' boy? – Stoick's voice echoed through the house - Hiccup com' now! Our visits fin'lly arriv'd!

Both boys headed to the living room fast as lightning, or rather, Toothless dragged a dumbfounded Hiccup along lightning-fast.

Hiccup froze on the very second he saw and recognized Evelyn sitting on their sofa.

- What are _you_ doing here? – he said to her in an accusing tone. She was the one pulling him and Toothless apart, of course he was mad at her.

- Ya said ya didn' know 'im… – Stoick said to Evelyn in an accusing tone of his own, his eyes narrowing in suspicion.

- We haven't been properly introduced to each other. Hello, Jay, I am Evelyn Valhalla.

To be fair, Evelyn's reassuring smile did nothing to ease Hiccup's confusion, on the contrary, it made her look hypocrite and somewhat evil, like a charismatic villain. Seriously, she kept looking at him like that and sooner or later Hiccup would go paranoid.

So far he'd managed to connect the basic dots, but things, generally, continued to make no sense at all. Why was this woman his father's guest? How was it they knew each other to begin with? And why was Toothless there? _There_ in the same room with his father who had no idea of who he was and what kind of relationship he had with Hiccup? For a second Hiccup's mind drifted to panic and he thought that Evelyn had gone to his father in order to reveal the truth about Hiccup and Toothless' interactions, maybe as a cruel yet effective tactic to push them apart for good and free the way to take Toothless back to London. That insufferable despicable woman!

Nonetheless, noticing that everybody's attention remained focused exclusively on him and neither Evelyn nor his father seemed to remember Toothless was standing in there as well, Hiccup realized "they" weren't the reason for the woman's visit. It was him, _him_.

And all of a sudden he felt incredibly uncomfortable, a knot settling in his throat.

- Ah, yes – Evelyn's smile widened, turning her attention to Stoick -. And speaking of proper introductions: this is Dean Night- - -

- Ya' son… – Stoick mumbled.

- My protégé – she specified -. I've taken care of him since he was nine. Right Dean?

Toothless shot a warning glance at Evelyn, trying to remind her that she wasn't supposed to speak that much, not about him. She nodded in agreement, and decided to stare fixedly again at Hiccup, as if she tried to read his thoughts out of his eyes.

- With Jay, of course, there's no need of introductions I'm aware – she said.

Hiccup gulped hard, trying to stop his face from reddening to the ears. Toothless, on the other hand, almost shoots fire through his eyes at Evelyn for giving them away so carelessly, but she seemed to know what she was doing, because Stoick didn't pay attention to the revelation she'd just pronounced.

- _Whut?_ Ya' boy knows ma son too? Got 'ny other surprises Ev'lyn? Are ya frien's with Spitelout? Snotlout's godmom? Gobber's neighbor? – he claimed, spitting sarcasm with every word.

- Oh, stop acting like a child, Gerard. Your sarcasm is _un_necessary.

- Ya' whole "fancy mystery" is unnecessary… Who tha hell is this boy?

Hiccup found a spare second to exchange a desperate look with Toothless, shifting from foot to foot as nervous as him: things were getting too awkward and complicated. Hiccup had also pictured Toothless' first meeting with Stoick a lot different. Well, if he ever expected that to happen it would be certainly convenient to have some family (or the closest Toothless had to it) involved as well; at least presenting a somewhat motherly figure should make Toothless look a lot less mysterious in his father's eyes. It was just bad luck that this "adoptive mother" seemed to have some sort of personal quarrel with his father and simply made everything far worse.

- Dad, this is my… friend, Toothless – he introduced awkwardly. Good thing he felt more anger than nervousness at the time -. But that's not the point. What is _she_ doing here?

Stoick stared at her, eyebrows high, as if defying her to answer that question.

- I knew your mother – Evelyn revealed to Hiccup.

- _My mom? ?_

Hiccup was taken aback by this declaration. What did this woman have to do with his mom? What had anyone to do with his mom? His shoulders tensed automatically, followed by his whole body, and his brain would probably be the next. Had Toothless not discretely stroked his upper back Hiccup might have lost his self-control, but Toothless, as usual, had this extraordinary effect on him (and vice versa).

Stoick decided to interfere, since talking about Valhallarama was a very sensitive subject, and looking Hiccup right in the eyes, he revealed Evelyn's identity at last.

- Hiccup… meet ya' mom's sister.

The boy's eyebrows lifted instantly in skepticism, his olive-green eyes studying Evelyn carefully, as if based on her movements he expected to find out that everything was a joke.

They were kidding on him, right? It had to be a joke!

- You're… you're my _aunt_? ? – he mumbled.

- You could put it that way. Striking news, aren't they? – she tried to force a smile.

And contrary to the outburst that would be most people's reaction, Hiccup merely scratched the back of his head and drew a perplex expression, as if his brain had gone simply blank. When he spoke, there was a hint of sarcasm in his voice, as if he was trying to shelter himself behind it.

- Small world…

.

.

Now that he thought of it, it was pretty obvious. Evelyn had the same eye-color, and though her hair was reddened and her complexion leaner, her similarities with Hiccup's mom were honestly impressive. Furthermore, there was a lot of her in Hiccup himself.

Both Toothless and Hiccup wondered how was it they didn't notice earlier.

After the first tense, silent, and unbelievably awkward first minutes, Stoick managed to make Hiccup react and after a bit of thinking, the boy released an accepting sigh, as if he couldn't understand what was going on but that wasn't enough reason to deny it was real.

So his mother had had a sister, therefore he had an aunt, and right now this aunt, who by Odin's lousy sense of humor happened to be Toothless' only "family", was in front of him.

"How is it I've never heard of you?" was the first question Hiccup asked, and, though bearing a pained and full of remorse expression, Evelyn was kind enough to provide a detailed answer. She obviously didn't feel comfortable telling that story in particular, but she explained how she and her sister had a terrible argue many years ago, the day Valery announced she was going to get married and move to Berk.

- I didn't take Valery's engagement very well… – Evelyn confessed - When we were young we promised that we'd do so many things together… And there she was, telling me that she would change all those adventures with me for a family of her own any day, that the choice was actually easy… Well, those weren't her exact words, I was twenty four and yet very immature… Once she came here… to Berk, I never saw her again. And I don't blame her for not telling me you were born.

- So you and my mom never talked again? – a heartbroken Hiccup wanted to know. How could a family shatter apart just like that?

- We did… once, six years ago… only days before she died. I believe she knew what was going to happen and she didn't want us to end like that.

Hiccup was actually sitting on the sofa next to his father, Evelyn sat in front of them and Toothless sat on the floor right in the middle, crossing his legs, his eyes drifting from Hiccup's to Evelyn's face, then again to Hiccup… and there they'd stay for a while until Evelyn said something really important that caught his attention again. After all, he was just as surprised as Hiccup, it also was the first time he ever heard that story.

The woman seemed equally uncomfortable and relieved to be letting out all those things after so many years of keeping them secret. Toothless was the only one to truly see that change, how beneficial it was for her to seek redemption in the only two people who had loved her sister as much as she did.

Now Toothless understood many a thing about Evelyn and her strict and slightly bipolar way of raising him.

.

Dinner postponed, naturally, until Evelyn had shared every detail about her fight with Valery and how repented she felt, and by the time she was done with her story the aversion she and Stoick felt for one another had dissipated a bit, just enough to head towards the dining-room without any significant name-calling, sarcasm or anything of the sort.

The ambiance, however, relaxed an awful lot after the traditional food-praising session (Hiccup couldn't be any prouder of how popular the turkey he cooked by himself became in that dinner).

Of course once that was over, it was Stoick's time to speak.

- An' whut're ya gonna do now Ev'lyn? – he wanted to know - Ya wanna take par' in our lives jus' like tha'?

- Well, that's what families do, isn't it? – you couldn't tell Evelyn was mildly upset if you didn't see her stabbed turkey, because her face looked completely calmed and gentle. Even so, she breathed in and out until she felt sure that she was going to answer to and not snap at the man - I want to know you two, especially Jay, he's my nephew, right? And I'm so ready to take this compromise that I am actually thinking of moving to Berk myself – she confessed.

Toothless dropped his fork, along with his jaw.

- Are you serious? – the boy exclaimed, his eyes wide open with hope and amazement shining in them.

- I'm seriously thinking about it.

- Does that mean…? Does it mean that I don't have to leave Berk anymore? – the cutest illusion of hope was really taking over Toothless' face.

- Merry Christmas, Dean – Evelyn grinned.

Both boys filled with joy before that revelation, so much that Hiccup jumped out of the chair ready to capture Toothless in a breath-taking hug, but the dragon boy cut him up right away. Hiccup froze in mid-air, remembering that his father was there, watching them, and with a fair attack of hiccups he sat back again, pretending nothing had ever happened. Thank the gods that Toothless' warning stopped him on time, otherwise there would've been some serious problems.

Stoick clapped his giant hands, apparently unaware.

- Good for ya, Ev'lyn. So, potatoes anyone?

Hiccup was the first to accept the plate his father was offering, maybe if he focused on eating Stoick wouldn't notice the abnormal joy he'd experienced seconds ago. Toothless glanced at him from the other end of the table, and shook his head in a giggle.

.

After that, dinner somehow turned into something normal: they started sharing anecdotes and good moments from past Christmases. Until finally Stoick showed a bit more of interest in his son's suspicious "friend" (because everyone remotely related with Evelyn Valhalla was someone you had to suspect of).

- So, Toothless, how ol' are ya? – he asked.

- Nineteen… sir.

He'd tried, really, but Toothless couldn't get rid of that intimidation sensation (shame on him, a dragon scared of a human?). He hadn't figured out a proper and respectful way to refer to Stoick, who was, although ignored it, his secret boyfriend's father, so he stuck for the classical politeness Evelyn had taught him. Stoick couldn't help but laughing before such way of addressing _him_, a mere fighter and the antithesis of "gentlemanly".

- He's a real talent, you know? – intervened Evelyn, finally showing some mercy for Toothless' nervousness - I'm sure you two will find many a thing in common. Dean is a fighter too, right- - -? Sorry: _Toothless_ is a fighter.

- Ah, really? – Stoick's eyes lit up at the mention of his sport - What d'ya do? Boxin'?

Hiccup couldn't say it out loud right then, but Toothless was just too cute with that subtle blushing spreading all over his tanned face. He'd been basically ignored the entire night, and no doubt he'd prefer to remain that way; he wasn't used to be the center of attention, after all. Well, things at school were one thing, because Toothless' public behavior was usually mere rebel façade, but when it came to being just himself he didn't know how to handle having all eyes on him (only Hiccup's didn't make him uncomfortable).

- A little bit of everything really – he responded, swallowing his uneasiness - The basics of martial arts, kick-boxing, wrestling… Mostly for personal defense, I was never really into sports.

- Oh, don't say that, Dean. You're definitely an agile, athletic guy – praised Evelyn, though Toothless had the feeling that she was just teasing him.

- But I wouldn't be caught dead as a Viking – he refused.

Stoick cleared his throat in annoyance.

- I was a Vikin' in ma school days…

- S-sorry, sir – Toothless blushed now for real, looking away until he recovered whatever dignity he got left -, but some Vikings are definitely at the top of my black list.

This comment managed to appease Stoick's temper. He focused his inquisitive eyes on Toothless, as if trying to look through him right into his soul to discover his true intentions.

- So I heard. Ya're tha one who stood for Hiccup, ain' ya?

- Well… Hiccup did half the job: holding on till I made it there. Don't diminish his fair share of the success. He's really strong, sir – Toothless said, side-glancing at Hiccup with an affectionate gleam on his eyes. He couldn't say it in public, but Hiccup had returned the favor twice: keeping his secret and saving his dragon life -, more than everybody thinks.

Hiccup smiled widely and let a hint of pink shade his face.

Stoick pretended not to see anything and manly patted Toothless' back thrice with his heavy hand (it was strikingly surprising how the boy didn't complain in agony as most people did, except perhaps Gobber).

- If ya've help'd ma son ya're definit'ly welcome a' tha gym anytime ya want!

- That is actually a wonderful idea – Evelyn exclaimed, suspiciously overexcited -. You could use some practice, Dean. You never know when you're going to need those skills.

- An' Hiccup could use som' frien's a' tha class. Som'one his size t'practice with, ya know…

- He may look smaller than your other fighters, dad – interfered Hiccup -, but Toothless could definitely beat them all.

- I shall agree on that one – said Evelyn, a mischievous expression dancing on her fairy eyes -. I'm pretty sure he could even defeat you, Gerard.

- Don' think so… – Stoick bit his turkey and stared at Evelyn.

Evelyn pretended to focus on her salad, but a wry smile gave her away: she was paying attention to each and every movement of Stoick.

- _I_ could defeat _you_, Gerard. If you ever tried drawing a floret – she stated.

- Keep dreamin', Ev'lyn. I'd never try ya' snobby fencin'…

- Because you know I'll humiliate you in the very moment you do.

- I'm a worl' champion… – Stoick reminded, narrowing his eyes in ire; so did Evelyn.

- So am I…

- More turkey anyone? – came Hiccup to save the day.

.

Fortunately, dinner came to an early ending due to Toothless' tight schedule, for he needed to get some good sleep before going to work the next day. A precarious peace established between Stoick and Evelyn once they started discussing the benefits of having a part-time job and the reasons why Stoick had allowed Hiccup to escape that responsibility as long as he kept the highest grades in school, but still encouraged him to take summer jobs. They even exchanged phone numbers, out of obligation really, but if they were going to be family (sooner or later) they'd have to cope with each other.

- Well, Dean, I'll drive you home. Merry Christmas, Jay – she said happily, then she turned to Stoick and nodded -. See you later, Gerard.

- Later… – he mumbled back as Evelyn left, sticking out his tongue to her.

- Dad, grow up! – Hiccup snorted and chuckled.

- She started! – Stoick joked along, until Hiccup almost falls to the floor cracking with laughter.

- May be, but you can't do that.

- I jus' did.

Hiccup had to try really hard to pull himself together and follow his new aunt out of the house and to the car. She drew a poker face when he got close, and that was when Hiccup realized she'd seen and heard the whole deal.

- Sorry for my dad, but give him time. You didn't expect to become best friends in two days, right? – he joked, slightly sarcastic.

Evelyn dropped the act and drew a smile.

- Apology accepted. I'm sorry too, I should have told you both my identity in the very moment I figured it out.

- Well, at least she recognizes her mistakes – muttered Toothless.

- I thought this surprise would be the bigger the better. You seemed to agree when I gave you your Christmas present, Dean – Evelyn excused -. I really hope to get to know you, Jay. If Dean trusts you _so much_ there has to be a reason for it.

Only then Toothless felt capable of forgetting the bad times Evelyn had put him through since her arrival. If she was willing to give Hiccup a chance, she deserved one as well.

Toothless intertwined his fingers with Hiccup's and they both exchanged an approving smile. Later Hiccup tightened his grip on Toothless' hand.

- What a long night, huh?

- The longest in my life – the black-haired boy agreed.

- Do you really have to work on Christmas day?

- Now that I'm staying here I have to make it up somehow for those days I vanished, and it's a double shift – Toothless explained.

- Twice worse.

- Yeah…

Then the ambiance turned incredibly embarrassing, because they wanted to say goodbye properly but Evelyn was there and they didn't want to be rude by asking her to… walk away.

- Are you ready Dean? – she asked, the door of the car already open.

- Well, actually… I… Well, we…

- Oh, right! – she understood, blushing a bit -. You need some privacy, of course. Alright, go ahead. I'll look elsewhere.

As soon as she took her eyes off them, Hiccup lowered his head in utter shame.

- I can't believe we must do this every time. It isn't fun anymore – he sighed -. Is my father spying from the windows?

- I don't see him. And unless he sees through walls, he can't see us.

- Come here – Hiccup hugged Toothless tightly, standing on tiptoes to bring their noses together in an eskimo kiss -. You have no idea how happy I am that you don't have to go away.

- Merry Snoggletog, Hiccup…

.

.

Now, when Toothless was finally in his bedroom trying to get some rest, it took him less than ten minutes to understand he wouldn't sleep at all that night, "Stupid insomnia". At least he had many a thing to spend time thinking about; it had been a rough, confusing day.

He could sense there were many changes about to happen in his life, mainly because something huge had changed in Evelyn's. They'd talked about it during the ride home, about how having a proper family again would drastically renovate her, and thus it would transform her relationship with Toothless as well. She was willing to let him stay in Berk, for as long as he wanted to; she was willing to let him be with Hiccup, she approved now and seemed somehow happy for both of them (because there's nobody better for your cute nephew than the boy you raised yourself); but above all, she was willing to move on.

And that could mean only one thing for Toothless: freedom. The freedom that had proven to be a constant fantasy out of the reach of his hands since he could remember, and that now, for the first time in his life, he felt that he could have.

He would choose where to be, with whom, and for how long.

Easy: In Berk, with Hiccup… For how long?

That's when he remembered he hadn't opened Hiccup's birthday present. He hadn't had one single moment alone ever since Evelyn's arrival.

Well, now he was finally on his own this seemed like the perfect time to do it.

He got up from the bed and headed to his desk, opened the first drawer and there found the box wrapped in glossy green envelope.

The first thing he did, naturally, was smelling the package, capturing every tinge of Hiccup's scent with his amazing dragon senses. Gods, he simply loved the way Hiccup smelt, it was hypnotic and pretty much the first thing that had turned his attention to the Haddock boy. Afterwards he proceeded to unwrap the present ceremoniously.

Books. Hiccup had given him books. But not just any books, Hiccup was too smart and considerate and he never did things without a good reason. It was a trilogy: "Dragonkeepers" by Carole Wilkinson.

Attached to the first book there was a note, and then Toothless felt his heart melt.

.

_I picked this for you because after all that's happened I believe you need to remember something important._

_Have some stories where dragons are the great heroes, the wise saviors, the true friends… Never let anyone say you aren't special, Toothless. Never forget who you are, what you are… and always be __proud__ of it. I know I am._

_Happy birthday._

_- - -Hiccup._

.

Toothless smiled: in Berk, with Hiccup… forever.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><strong><em>Another note:<em>** I hope the excessively fluffy end makes it up for my delay. Seriously, I'm in love with gayness. This week I saw two teen couples and I literally stared at them grinning like an idiot and almost squealed like a fangirl in front of them. Gosh, I'm a hopeless case, and you know what? I love it!

.

Squirrel sends his regards once again.

.
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_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this chapter..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_
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><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 17: First assault.**

**.**

**.**

Before New Year Evelyn had to return to London, since she still had a lot of things to solve there. She had to do the job transference, which she was sure would be somewhat difficult because in Berk they were delighted to get her, but in London they didn't seem fond of the idea of letting such an excellent surgeon go. And she had to sell her family's mansion and furniture, since she had this feeling that she wouldn't be living there anymore in her immediate future.

"I'll be back as soon as possible" she promised to both Toothless and Hiccup; then she got on the train.

None of the boys knew exactly what to feel when she left; they both wondered if she'd really come back, though they didn't pronounce their questions aloud.

.

Hours later they had returned to their routines. Toothless had to cover his second shift at the hotel and Hiccup headed straight home, where, to his surprise, Stoick awaited for him.

- Hi, dad – the boy saluted as he got in the house and joined his father at the kitchen's door, since the man's large shape didn't let him through any further -. Getting ready for the New Year, aren't we?

- Well, ya know I never miss tha chance for a feast – his father responded. The next second Stoick's face turned unbelievably serious, and he spoke sounding somewhat uncomfortable, somewhat… false -. Err, Hiccup, 'bout tha' dinner… Ya can invite Toothless if ya want.

Luckily Hiccup wasn't exactly in his father's visual field, or he'd have some trouble explaining the whys of his sudden blush.

- W-why would I want to invite him? – Hiccup stuttered, one drop of cold sweat sliding down his neck. Why was his father saying that in _that_ tone? He certainly didn't suspect anything… did he? – I-it's a family dinner… WhywouldIinviteToothlesstohavedinnerwithmethat'scrazy…

- Tha boy's almos' fam'ly – Stoick kind of shrugged, not lifting his sight from whatever dish he was preparing -, he's like Ev'lyn's adoptiv' son…

- No, he isn't – Hiccup denied immediately, in a maybe too harsh voice.

- Whut ya said?

- He isn't "like her _son_", Odin! – the boy insisted, unaware of how either suspicious or inappropriate his anger resulted. "That would be so wrong…" He unconsciously stomped one foot like a child.

That was when Stoick looked at him, rather intrigued.

- Are ya a'right? Ya look nervous.

"Way to go, Hiccup – he thought -. If you didn't want him to be suspicious you're definitely making a marvelous job". He needed a way out of the grave he was digging.

- Why would I be _nervous_? We'rejusttalkingaboutToothlessand… and… and the aunt whose existence I was unaware of for seventeen years – "Good one Hiccup! That'll distract him". It was a brilliant change of conversation topic, and a pretty logical one. Perhaps Hiccup was in time of hiding the shovel -. And I might spend another seventeen without seeing her…

Stoick sighed, now fully understanding his son's slightly odd behavior.

- So, ya' aunt's gone a'ready…

- Yeah… – Hiccup faked to be profoundly hurt by that fact.

- Did she say when she comin' back? – asked Stoick, worry taking over his look.

- Not really, but I'm sure Toothless will let me know as soon as he gets any news – Hiccup had to close his hand into a fist to reprimand himself for bringing Toothless back into the conversation; apparently he was incapable of getting the dragon-boy out of his mind. "Just redirect everything back to Evelyn and you'll be safe" -. Why didn't you tell me that I had an aunt?

- I knew ya' mom had a sister, but didn' know whut became o' her… – Stoick said apologetically.

Hiccup crossed his arms and drew a thoughtful expression.

- You think mom and Evelyn made it up? – he murmured - Before she… you know…

- Don' think two decades can be sort'd out with one phon'call, but soun's like they were on their way to. Why ya care so much?

- Nothing in particular – the boy shook his head. It wasn't worth getting this melancholic to keep a secret. He pulled a smile from somewhere within -. Need any help in the kitchen? What are we eating for New Year?

Stoick gladly adopted the new talking subject.

- Was thinkin' o' meat pie… – he said with a certain amount of mischief.

- You're kidding, you _can't_ cook meat pie… – Hiccup giggled in disbelief. Stoick shrugged and turned his back at the boy, which made him utterly suspicious - It's a joke, right? Right? – but Stoick never answered - Dad?

Now Hiccup was more worried than entertained. He had to shove his way into the kitchen just to make sure his father hadn't created some sort of Frankenstein-food-monster, or blown up the stove or something.

.

.

In the end, Toothless wasn't required at the New Year's dinner, and Hiccup couldn't be more grateful that his father had forgotten about him for the time being.

Nonetheless, when Hiccup thought he wouldn't have to deal with having both his father and his secret boyfriend in the same room again, he didn't just know how wrong he was.

He really, really didn't.

.

- Hiccup! Guard up!

The brown-haired boy barely had time to hide his head behind the boxing gloves, otherwise the jab would have punched him right on the chin. He still stumbled backwards and fell flat on his butt, anyways.

- Ouch – he mouthed, doing his best not to express his pain aloud.

- Hammerhead! Said "medium speed", didn' I? – reproached a furious Stoick.

- Sorry, coach – said the fighter in question as he retreated with a bored expression to let his coach reach the fallen boy.

- He hates me – lamented Hiccup, one or two stars blurring his vision -. He definitely hates me.

- Nah, he hates ev'ryone; came here as som' anger management sorta thing. Don' take it personal, son – Stoick explained as he helped Hiccup to incorporate.

Hiccup had been taking the fighting lessons for almost three weeks now, and though he hadn't grown any stronger at all, he had one thing to be totally grateful for: his relationship his father was, indeed, strengthening, the breach that separated them for years now almost inexistent. It was actually healing so fast that it seemed as if they wanted to make up for the time they spent being complete strangers despite living under the same roof.

On the other hand, however, he didn't feel grateful at all with all the new bruises and aching muscles he had due to training; he lived in pain ever since. Seriously, how could professional fighters even move the next day? He had so much trouble with his sore body that even his enthusiasm for flying had diminished (only at the beginning, because as soon as Toothless lifted everything bad wiped out from Hiccup's mind).

He was lucky, though, to be practicing with Hammerhead and not with somebody else. At least Hammerhead was short and skinny; well, skinny compared to other fighters, because no one was scrawnier than Hiccup there. Hiccup couldn't practice with the newbies of the gym because they were all children, the oldest of them aged thirteen, and Stoick insisted that beginning with opponents weaker than himself wouldn't help him achieve the goal he'd challenged himself for (which was getting fit to keep Toothless safe), and that was the only reason Hiccup was putting up with Hammerhead in the first place.

Sobbing his humiliated butt Hiccup readied for the next round.

- Hey Hammerhead! – shouted one of the pros (as Hiccup referred to the largest and most experienced students) - We're gonna need the punching sack once you're done with it!

Hiccup lowered his hands from the guard position and stared dignified at the pros. Really? Three weeks and they kept going with that silly joke?

- Oh, sorry, I haven't realized it was a person! – the pro continued - A fishbone more likely – he whispered to his peers, who sniggered.

- You know, there's a rule in martial arts that says: respect your opponent – interfered a voice. Hiccup blushed to the core -. Ain't that true?

- This ain't "martial arts" you fool! – a pro responded.

- It's true, 'nyways. We teach MMA in 'ere. Now back t'trainin' ya all – Stoick ordered with a fearsome look in his eyes.

His students retreated muttering several "Yes, coach", and menacingly passed by Toothless, who stood impassive with his chin up and his hands in his pockets.

Once the pros were gone to their corner of the gym, things relaxed a lot.

- Toothless! Haven' seen ya since christmas – welcomed Stoick -. So ya fin'lly comin' t'train?

- Yeah, found some spare time in my agenda… sir – yeah, pathetic as he may feel about it, Toothless still couldn't dissipate the intimidating effect Stoick had on him.

- 'Nough with tha "sir" – Stoick warned with humor -. It's _coach_ here or I'll've t'punch ya till ya call me nothin' else.

- Yes, coach – Toothless agreed standing exaggeratedly straight and making a military salute.

- Fun, boy, fun – Stoick chuckled -. Hiccup, get 'im som' gloves.

- Y-yes, dad…

Trying not to look as warm as he for sure felt, Hiccup headed to the equipment closet and Toothless walked behind him, closely. Once they were reasonably alone, the brown-haired boy turned to face the black-haired one.

- What are you doing here? – Hiccup demanded to know. He looked upset.

- Your father said I could- - -

- Toothless! – Hiccup pouted - You have any idea in what a complicated position you're pushing me? If my dad finds out- - -

- You don't want me to be here? – Toothless' eyebrows frowned in a sad and offended gesture.

- No! It's not…! – Hiccup sighed, getting a hold of his delicate temper - You're right. I'm overreacting; it's just that the past week, for a second, I thought he suspected about us. Sorry. I'm glad you're here, just… surprised. That's all.

- I just wanted to know why you suddenly hated climbing on me to fly. Just came here to check you're alright.

Before that sweet and concerned look there was nothing Hiccup could do.

- Toothless, I'm doing this so I can protect you, not the other around – he said fondly.

- Let me watch over you until you're ready to switch places – Toothless negotiated, the cutest smirk settling over his mouth -. Pretty please?

Hiccup couldn't resist that. He looked around and made sure nobody was spying, moved the closet door ajar to gain some privacy and swiftly brushed his lips against Toothless', who grinned like an idiot afterwards.

- Don't make me regret this – he warned, olive-green eyes connected to bright green with electric intensity.

- I _will_, but not in the way you think: two days training together and you're going to hate me – Toothless threatened, smiling teasingly.

- Take your gloves – Hiccup teased back, throwing the boxing gloves at Toothless' face, who effortlessly caught them in mid-air like a boss. Bad idea.

- Ohfuck! – Toothless instinctively cursed right away -. Remind me to buy my own pair today, I can't stand their smell!

Hiccup chuckled and patted Toothless' back compassionately.

- Have you dug your nose into one of these? Multiply that for ten and that's the nightmare my poor nose is going through right now.

- Poor boy – Hiccup gave one last pat -. Let's go before my dad misses us.

.

.

Despite his reluctance in the very beginning, Hiccup couldn't be more grateful that Toothless was now there, which settled a new routine because the black-haired boy rearranged his schedule at Hotel Nordic to have the time to meet with Hiccup during his morning training. Gladly, Toothless accepted to take Hammerhead's place making his hate towards Hiccup diminish considerably now that he didn't have to lower to that level.

Toothless, lamentably, hadn't been kidding at all when he'd promised Hiccup would learn to hate him once they started training together. He was strict, almost as much as Stoick: he didn't indulge Hiccup in the slightest. If Hiccup didn't finish a series of exercises because he felt too tired or pained, Toothless would cold-heartedly threaten with adding more and more complicated exercises, until Hiccup completed the series, and many a time he kept that word. Hiccup was becoming used to hearing phrases such as "You're only halfway through the first series!", "It's only a hundred jabs, you can pull it off" or "Just two hundred combined hooks, it's simple". Fortunately they'd make up for it on the afternoon when flying together.

But there was a bright side to all of this: every time Hiccup accomplished something, even if it was the tiniest and simplest punch in the fighting history, Toothless would celebrate fervently and make him feel like a true champion, and those beautiful and honest smiles of pure pride he drew then were the only thing that allowed Hiccup to hold on and keep trying.

If there was someone with the capacity of making Hiccup believe in himself, that was Toothless.

And even Stoick could see that.

- Gotta admit Hiccup's improvin' a lot since ya're here – he said in private to Toothless once, cracking his knuckles with a suspicious look -. Seems much mor' excited t'do all this since.

Toothless shrugged uncomfortably, because he knew for sure Stoick was somehow referring to the last time he and Hiccup had "celebrated": they'd hugged maybe too effusively and maybe for too long because Hiccup managed to connect a full-speed hook on Toothless' jaw.

- He's already got the technique quite well – he changed the conversation, clearing his throat and feeling absolutely ridiculous. A dragon, really, scared to death of a human? Well, it wasn't just any human, it was his boyfriend's father, if that was anything to justify himself.

- I tri'd t've him understandin' tha technique for seventeen years, an' didn' get 'nywhere, he wasn' even interested – confessed Stoick -. But seems like it's good for Hiccup t'have ya here.

- He just needed an ally in all this mess. That's all, coach – Toothless tried to diminish the matter.

- No, ain' jus' tha'. I was 'is ally before ya came here an' I didn' get those results. Ha! Couldn' get 'im out o' his shell like tha' in years, ya did it in weeks… Or was it months? Congrats for tha' one, boy.

If Stoick kept insisting like that (and cracking his knuckles like _that_, as if he were preparing for the final and decisive assault on a fight), Toothless was really going to need a scapegoat.

- Maybe he just needed more than one ally, I mean, your students aren't very nice to him, coach. What's with that Hammerhead for example? He looks at Hiccup with so much hate…

- Hates ev'ryone, tha' one. Anger management issues, ya see – Stoick chuckled -. He'll hate ya all tha same in two days time.

- Oh… Well, that explains a thing or two.

- I was a'tually thinkin' o' teamin' them up again, only for combat practice. Whut ya think?

Toothless went completely blank for a second.

- You're… asking for _my_ opinion?

- Ya're more Hiccup's coach lately than meself – the man accepted, shrugging off as if it were normal to have someone worrying for his son as much as him -. Yeah.

- Well, ehm… – Toothless felt quite flattered, and he didn't know whether to blush or suspect because his boyfriend's father was suddenly showing a lot of trust in him. He cleared his throat noisily and tried to regain composure - It's never too early for single combat practice, if you ask me.

- It's done, then! I'll get Hiccup startin' with combat practice after he settles down with tha school routine.

.

School? Holy crap! The school! Toothless hadn't dedicated a single thought to that since the whole tailfin issue. He didn't do any of his finals exams, he didn't do any applications for his next semester, he didn't do anything! How was he supposed to keep going with his life in Berk if he lost another year of school? Evelyn was for sure going to kill him when she found out. He didn't know what to do, or whom to ask for help; he wanted to share his problems with Hiccup, but he already had many a thing to occupy his mind with, and Toothless didn't really want to risk seeing a glimpse of disappointment in Hiccup's eyes, though he knew everything and surely had already made some assumptions.

- You haven't tasted your food. Is everything alright Toothless? – wondered Mrs. Evans, truly worried for the boy's welfare.

Toothless simply kept attacking his food with his fork, his face resting against his hand.

- I ruined it again… – he muttered.

- What did you ruin?

- My life – he sighed -. I failed school… again – Mrs. Evans seemed rather surprised because of the repetition factor - It's not easy to pretend to lead a normal life when you have Hunters chasing every step of yours…

- Oh, right, Evelyn did mention that. But this time you are staying; is there anything you can do to solve that problem? – she inquired, a tranquil smile curling up her lips. Toothless wasn't exactly sure they were family, but he was glad he had something close to it in the figure of his landlady, as odd as it was at the beginning.

- I guess I could try talking to the principal. But I sent his son to the hospital so I wouldn't hold any hopes for that one.

- Don't be so pessimistic. There must be something we can do.

- We? Don't get offended, Mrs. Evans, but I'm sure this is something I should do on my own – finally Toothless took the fork to his mouth.

- I'm sure you could, but only because you can doesn't mean you have to – Mrs. Evans declared -. Come on, we'll go together and make up some family-tragedy excuse to solve this problem.

And somehow Mrs. Evans managed to convince Toothless and that very same day, right before he had to go to Hotel Nordic, they went first to BHS and asked to see the principal.

The secretary was quite kind and let them wait at the main office while she tried to contact the principal, who shouldn't delay too much.

- I know the new administration it's a total mess, but that's no excuse, Gobber – came an authoritative voice -. I want the new term's schedule in my desk tomorrow morning, ok?

- A'right, fine – Gobber gave in -. But I'd never had to plan ahead the whole semester.

- Well, some things are about to change, and it's gonna be for good – Mrs. Cowell threatened more than promised, a wicked smile playing on her lips.

- Mrs. Cowell, you have a visit, they aren't appointed but they say it's urgent – said the secretary.

- It's alright, I was waiting for them. And it's _Principal_ Cowell from now on. I love my new parking space! – she exclaimed before getting into the office and meeting with the teen and the old woman sitting right before her desk - Mr. Night, and… Mrs. Evans, right?

- Did I listen right? You said "principal"? – was the first idea that formed in Toothless' mind, though a salute would've been far more adequate.

- Well, if you hadn't missed the end of your fifth semester you might have heard the big good news, Mr. Night.

- Well, as you can see we are here exactly because of that, principal – intervened Mrs. Evans, standing up with a rather saddened expression -: to explain the situation…

Then Mrs. Evans started a complex narration involving adoption, romantic affairs, divorces and occasional murder. Toothless raised an eyebrow as he listened to the whole story the old woman was netting. Wasn't that the plot of the soap opera Mrs. Evans watched every saturday morning?

- It's such a family drama – she continued.

- Don't worry – Mrs. Cowell solaced -, I'm sure everything is going to be alright. The adopted boy's real parents are dead but they inherited him with a great fortune. And the woman's baby is actually the ex-husband's, and the neighbor is an undercover agent that is finally going to lock the stepfather away.

- Oh, my god! Really? And what happens at the wedding?

- There is no wedding – informed Principal Cowell, and Mrs. Evans went crazy with happiness.

- Are you mocking me? I thought you'd be a better liar, you didn't even try! – Toothless grimaced, looking at Mrs. Evans with something very similar to anger lighting his pupils.

- Well, one look at your principal and it's crystal-clear we don't have to lie to her. She knew my name before I even introduced myself! – excused Mrs. Evans -. Did she tell you to- - -?

- Yeah, she did – admitted Mrs. Cowell -. My mother used to watch the same soap opera. Now, Mrs. Evans, would you please give us a moment? – the principal waited patiently until the old lady exited the office and she turned all her attention towards Toothless -. Miss Valhalla called me, yesterday. We actually met personally some weeks ago.

Toothless huffed, angry with himself. How was he fool enough to believe that Evelyn didn't know about his scholar problems? "Dreamer".

- She did explain a thing or two, and we came to an agreement. I'm taking your scholarship away, but she's fine with paying the complete fee. Be grateful that I'm too much of a good person and I see you have lots of potential… and lots of troubles. If you are ready to take a serious compromise with the school, I'm sure we can find a solution for your particular case, Mr. Night.

- I'll do anything – the boy promised.

- Anything? – she questioned, dubious. Toothless nodded - Good.

.

.

So, Stoick was late at the gym and had promised to get some pizza on his way home, so Hiccup didn't have to cook anything for dinner and he had some spare time in his hands. He better enjoyed it, considering he was about to begin school once again and it would probably take long before he had the chance to simply rest on the couch and watch tv.

He couldn't help but wonder what Toothless was going to do about school, since they haven't discussed anything related in a while. For a second Hiccup feared he might no longer be seeing his boyfriend every morning at BHS. His cell phone, however, dissipated his doubts: Toothless' especial ringtone echoed through the kitchen where he'd left it. Reaching for it as if his life depended on it, Hiccup read Toothless' text message: "Do you have a sec? I could use some help". Quick as lightning Hiccup's fingers pressed the "call" button; Toothless answered half a second later.

- Are you ok? Is everything alright? – Hiccup blurted.

- Hey, I'm fine, don't worry. You think I'd have the time to write a message if something were happening? – Toothless joked in a calming way. Hiccup sighed.

- Sorry. Watching tv gets my brain a little slow. What do you need help for?

- Don't freak out, but come upstairs and you'll find out.

- You're in my room? ? – Hiccup asked, receiving for a response the unmistakable sound of steps above his head.

With a slight chuckle, Hiccup went to his room and found Toothless sitting on the floor surrounded by piles of his textbooks and notes. The dragon boy looked quite distressed.

- Hey, what's with the whole invasion here? – saluted Hiccup as he approached Toothless, careful not to step on the books.

- I have two days to prepare ten final exams and I didn't pay too much attention throughout the semester. I need your help – Toothless said in a low, ashamed voice, the cutest worried expression ever tainting his eyes.

- Final exams?

- Mrs. Cowell is giving me a last chance. If I approve all my exams in one day then I can start sixth semester with you – Toothless explained as Hiccup sat by his side -. Why didn't you tell me she's the new principal?

- Is she?

- Odin! Apparently you were as distracted as I was the whole semester! – smiled the black-haired boy, teasingly.

- I'll take a guess that's exactly why you need me to study – Hiccup pursed his lips, pretending to be offended. Then he picked the closest notebook and skimmed through the pages trying to refresh his memory -. Anyways, what were you distracted the whole semester with?

- You, of course.

Hiccup reddened to the ears and swallowed one hiccough. He should be used to it by now, to all the silly yet sweet phrases, but every time Toothless said something like that he still blushed as if it were the first time ever he heard romantic words.

He stuttered a bit about how his father would be home anytime soon but they could meet the next day in broad daylight with the study-group excuse. Hearing this Toothless drew a wide smile and printed a kiss on Hiccup's cheek.

- Thanks for doing this for me.

While Hiccup pretended to be focused on his notes, he was actually busy saying these words to himself, and part of him knew that, somehow, Toothless could perfectly feel when he thought of them: _"For you"_.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><strong><em>Another note:<em>** My Toothcup feels are extremely renovated now that the full trailer has been released... It's so FANfuckinTASTIC! ! ! And it gives me soooo many ideas for, I don't know, a possible sequel to this fic? ;-)

.

And I don't know why I'm suddenly remembering this, but I think I never mentioned that chapter 7 is actually based on a personal experience, did I? Yeah, I was locked by my classmates in a janitor-closet once. I perfectly know what Hiccup felt like. Bleh.

.

On a happy note, however, thanks to each and every one of my readers!

I wish to say a loving thanks and wish a MERRY CHRISTMAS to:

.

Ancientathens, AlexJohnD, Splendidguy44, Hi Mr Whale, Hotaru-chan,

AliceCullen3, Toothless is best, Ilmazzobro, YoshisSupport,

stuart. tozer. 5, animelover56348, The ulsterman, DoublePaws,

Yami Kuroshin, Tech Who, Mousettezz, AvelynnLoverxX, donalgraeme.

.

_And MERRY CHRISTMAS to EVERYONE! Even if your usernames aren't there!_

_._

_IRT AlexJohnD:_ Thanks a lot for your reviews! And... Je ne parlais pas français. I got a review written in french and I thought it'd be cool to respond in the same language. I speak french as much as I speak japanese, which is, I'm afraid, quite little. I only had one semester of french, though I'd love to fully learn it.

_IRT Splendidguy44:_ Let me hug you forever and ever! ! ! ! ! ! ! (/^x^)/

_IRT Ilmazzobro:_ You are the awesometasticful one, darling, you really are! ! !

_IRT Yami Kuroshin:_ Ehhh, yo también soy mexicana. ^^ ¡ ¡Espero que te unas a la tripulación de Toothcup shipper y que lo disfrutes mucho! !

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this chapter..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_


	18. Surprise

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.

.

**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

**_Note:_** Happy Holidays everyone! ! I really hope you're all spending a much beter time than I am. Family utterly sucks and internet here also sucks, but oh well... I had to update as a present and also because you guys deserve it.

Also, Snaketongue talks in this chapter so, well, you know the usual warning.

Read and enjoy! ! !

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 18: Surprise.**

**.**

**.**

- Hiccup, you're biting your thumb… – Fishlegs noted, bringing the brown-haired boy back to reality.

And back to school, now that the winter break was over and it was time to return to BHS's hallways.

With a pale blush Hiccup cleaned his finger on his sleeve and crossed his arms to hide his hands. He hadn't noticed he'd been biting his thumb, the last time he'd been nervous enough to do that was on his first day of school, when he was like five years old. He felt like a retarded, and on top of that he stuttered and hiccupped when he spoke.

- Sorry, I'm just… you know…

- You're worried to death that Toothless might not join us in our senior semester. I know – Fishlegs finished the sentence.

The first thing both of them had done when arriving early at BHS was finding each other and quickly catching up about their respective holidays. They haven't seen each other since Toothless' surprise party and one would think they had a lot to talk about, but it really wasn't that much considering they did keep in touch through the wonders of text-message and e-mails. Therefore Hiccup went straight to the point of Toothless' last chance and just how worried he was about him… failing. Fishlegs, being the good friend he was, decided to focus on Hiccup's dilemma and wait with him outside the main entrance, in the cold, expecting to catch a glimpse of the black-haired boy.

Fishlegs sighed and watched as his breath drew a tiny white cloud in front of his face.

- Uhm, Hiccup? Your thumb… again.

- My hands are so numb I didn't even feel it. Odin, I have to stop this, I'm not five anymore! – Hiccup reprimanded himself - Do you see him?

- Nope – said Fishlegs -. Now I'm also worried for him.

- He said he'd called me after the exams! And I haven't heard a word from him in the whole weekend!

- Hasn't he…? – Fishlegs wondered. Hiccup shook his head energetically, knowing exactly what his best friend was referring to.

- No. Mrs. Evans promised she'd let me know if he disappeared of the house again, and since she hasn't notified me anything I'll assume he hasn't.

- So basically his landlady is spying him for you – Fishlegs joked in a fake accusing tone - You sound like a stalker, you know?

- I'm not stalking him! I'm his boyfriend – Hiccup's voice high-pitched, his ears turning red and his lips pursing in a pout. Well, if you do think about it some of the things Hiccup (and Toothless) did sounded a little bit like stalking (like following somebody home or sneaking into someone's bedroom), but only if you put them out of context.

- Stalker overprotective boyfriend – Fishlegs specified, teasing further.

- Shut up!

Hiccup wasn't even done talking when one loud hiccough echoed in his throat. Fishlegs couldn't help but chuckle, snort and then laugh. The brown-haired boy threw his arms in the air and gave up, although not before cursing Fishlegs that one day, not far away in the near future, he'd be twice as "overprotective" to Aura.

Then they kept gazing at the flood of students in search of any sign of Toothless.

Suddenly, something tickled Hiccup's ear: a soft breeze of warm breath along with a whispering voice.

- Surprise – there was a sensuous mutter.

Hiccup turned around with his face pale, eyes wide in shock, and Fishlegs released a quite undignified scream.

- Damn! Sorry. Did I scare you two? – Toothless apologized right away.

- Of course you did! ! – Fishlegs complained - How did you…? When…? You're like a ninja!

- Sorry.

Looking rather ashamed of himself, Toothless tried to hold Hiccup's hand as a salute, but the other boy didn't let him.

- Don't touch my hand! I was very worried – he snapped, very upset.

- Sorry, I know I should have called you, but I forgot.

- You _what_? ?

- I-for-got – Toothless spelled, clear and slow -. Spent thirteen hours locked in a classroom with those exams, who knew Mrs. Cowell had a sadistic streak? Then I had to cover my last double shift at the hotel, which sums another twelve hours to my stressful and sleep-deprived day – he justified -. When I got home I fell asleep on the couch and suddenly it was monday morning and Mrs. Evans was yelling in my ear that I was gonna be late.

- That's awful, mate – Fishlegs sympathized.

Hiccup let out a heavy sigh and looked at Toothless with different eyes.

- And… what happened with your exams?

- Why don't you see by yourself? – Toothless held a piece of paper in front of Hiccup's face, and handed it to him, his face as indecipherable as if it were made out of stone - My school-schedule.

With a wary expression Hiccup's olive-green eyes studied the paper, reading carefully the words printed on it. In the last second his expression transformed into a perfect mixture of surprise and hope.

- You're in all my classes!

- Each and every one of them – Toothless grinned, his bright-green eyes even brighter with all the pride swelling up his chest. He'd made it! _They_'d made it! Those two days of cramming to death together had been worth each and every single second.

- Toothless! ! That's _great_! ! – Hiccup exclaimed, incredibly happy, and literally jumped into the taller boy's arms and hugged him. A bit sheepishly, perhaps, since they were in public, Toothless returned the hug.

- So, we're all graduating together? – Fishlegs inquired, raising one eyebrow in a complicity gesture.

- Damn yes we are! – Toothless confirmed.

.

.

Naturally, as it is to be expected, many things changed in that semester, and it became obvious since the very first day that the change would be drastic. First of all Professor Cowell gathered everyone in the auditorium for the official announcement of her new rank as "Principal". She cut the budget for the athletes and redistributed it to improve the artistic and scientific clubs (because the athletes didn't need new uniforms for every season and final game), and most of them, mainly led by Astrid, agreed and cheered, though the mathletes, if we have to be honest, cheered louder. She announced that there would be cultural fieldtrips, that a new school theater would be built, and that she'd start a school bus program to prevent the morning traffic.

The more Principal Cowell spoke, the clearer it became that the Sanders' reign of terror was over. Particularly when a rumor spread through the students by the time the meeting finished.

- You gotta be fuckin' cheatin' me! – Snaketongue's voice boomed through the hallway, and everybody stopped to listen to her because it was known everything she considered worth shouting was actually big news -. Fuckin' listen up everyone! The Sanders left town! Those fuckers ain't comin' the fuck back! ! Green asshole Death isn't fuckin' coming back to BHS! ! ! We're fuckin' free people! Fuckin' _free_! !

- She can't be serious – muttered Fishlegs, open-mouthed.

- She sounds pretty serious to me – said Toothless, dedicating a meaningful look to Hiccup that revealed his dragon senses detected nothing but the truth in Snaketongue's voice.

- Call me old-fashioned if you like – intervened Aura, who had joined them earlier in the auditorium -, but I wish she didn't use that language.

- Don't worry, she'll graduate this year and you won't have to put up with her anymore – solaced Fishlegs with a smile.

Then, not far from them down the hallway, Astrid's unmistakable voice sounded. She was walking towards Hiccup and his nerdy friends, accompanied by the whole basketball team and Ruffnut, and they gossiped as if they were the common popular girls and not the sportive, smarter girls.

- Green Death's gone? That's _amazing_ news to begin this new year with! – she said.

- This makes Dagur the new bully in charge? – wondered Ruffnut.

- We can handle Dagur – Astrid guaranteed -. Oh… Hi Hiccup! Hope you had a happy christmas.

- Uhm… well, yeah, thanks… – Hiccup stuttered, somewhat disconcerted.

- Happy New Year _boys_! – added Ruffnut, arching her eyebrows in a teasing and meaningful way to Hiccup and Toothless, who couldn't help but blush. And then she just walked by with the rest of her peers.

- Did Astrid Hofferson just say "hi" to you? – muttered a nerd whose jaw was almost sweeping the floor.

- I think so – responded Hiccup, shifting uncomfortably -. But it's no big deal, really…

The other nerd almost got a hard attack at the "no big deal" part.

- And I think that's just the proof: the Sanders effect is over – said Toothless, but there was something strange in his eyes, uneasy and wary, as if he, of all people, couldn't believe that Green Death was gone.

It was way too perfect. And he couldn't be that lucky, now could he?

Somewhere deep inside of him, a tiny voice whispered endlessly that he really couldn't.

.

.

If anybody asked Hiccup, however, he would also say that he couldn't believe in his own luck, though his worries were no longer related to Green Death and his endless bullying. They were more about Hammerhead and how close he was to become Hiccup's personal bully.

- He's going to kill me – Hiccup muttered, watching as the other boy punched a sack with anger.

- You're gonna be alright, don't worry – Toothless encouraged with an honest smile. He knelt in front of Hiccup and helped him wrap the bandages around his hands and knuckles -. It's just practice. We both think you're in need of it.

- You and who else?

- Well… your dad – Toothless said as he fit the gloves in Hiccup's hands with delicacy. He tried really hard not to be affectionate with Hiccup when in the gym, but sometimes he couldn't help but melt around him, especially when Hiccup had to step on the ring trying to look like a man when he was, by all means, still a boy. It was just insanely cute for Toothless to resist.

- You two get along quite well…

- You think so? I feel he just tries to hide the fact he's watching me, like, all the time.

Toothless had to give a second thought, however. He and his boyfriend's father getting along? Was that even possible? Lucky him, his cell phone rang with urgency, saving him the headache of going deep into the idea.

- It's Evelyn – he sort of gasped -. Sorry I can't see your first practice fight, I got to take this.

- I know. It's alright – Hiccup understood.

- Punch him hard.

- I-I'll try.

Odin, Hiccup hated his luck so much in that moment. Not only he found himself forced to stand punching and kicking on a daily basis (even though now that Green Death was gone those were supposed to stay out of his routine), but now Toothless wouldn't be there to hold his back if things got nasty.

Well, he didn't have the right to complain. He knew perfectly what he was getting into from the very beginning. Ever since school started Hiccup couldn't help but think at least twice a day that he wanted to quit the whole fighting issue, but if he wanted to really be capable of standing for Toothless he couldn't be anymore the scrawny little nerd he was.

He had to try, for Toothless, but also for himself. He really didn't want to be anymore the little nerd everybody picked on.

He stood up before Hammerhead, his guard up.

- Ya ready son? – Stoick asked. Hiccup nodded seriously - A'right, but take it easy, ya both. Slow speed.

- Where are you going coach? – Hammerhead exclaimed in the very second Stoick walked a step away, as if he found the lack of attention very bothering.

- There're people tha' wan' information. Ya understan', right? Be back in a minute.

- B-but… but…

Stoick turned his back at the boys and walked away. Hammerhead's jaw dropped, incredibly upset.

- Guess we're stuck with each other, huh? – Hiccup said, trying to sound upbeat.

Bad idea, Hammerhead seemed to go crazy. He yelled and charged against Hiccup like a raging bull. When Stoick said Hammerhead had anger management problems, he meant it, but you couldn't figure out how serious he was until you saw the guy lose absolute control.

Hiccup, however, didn't panic. He kept a cold mind and simply walked aside when the hammer head tried to smash against his skinny chest. Hammerhead fell face-first to the ground and started blurting some incomplete sentences about the injustice of the world, why nobody paid attention to him and how he just hated everything and everyone.

- Looks like your opponent isn't fit for fight, eh fishbone? – came the mocking and threatening voice of a pro. Hiccup turned around to meet six giant fighters staring down at him -. Don't worry, fishbone, we'll give you a fight. Who wants to play with the punching sack?

- I'm in!

- Why don't you grab him and I hit 'im hard?

- Looks like the coach will be busy for long. I say we can beat him all.

- We'll show you, fishbone, that this isn't the place for losers like you – continued the leading pro -. You may be the coach's son… we're going to show you we don't give a damn about it.

For a second, in the blink of an eye, Hiccup could have sworn he was surrounded by an army of furious Green Deaths. All the pros had the same look full of disgust, pleasure and hate, as if they were watching a bug and couldn't wait for the glorious sensation of smashing it.

Had he been before one single opponent, Hiccup would've tried to fight, if only to prove himself he had the guts to try; maybe with his actual knowledge and a lot of luck he'd made it. But standing before six angry pros, Hiccup had no option but to hide his head between his gloves and shoulders and resist the beating as stoically as he could until it was over. Pray Odin it ended soon.

The first three punches, for Hiccup's amazement, didn't hurt, but the fourth was actually an upper-cut that impacted deep in his torso, right between his stomach and lungs, causing him to lose his breath and energy in a second.

His sight went blurry. He thought it wouldn't take long before he hit the ground.

- Stay away from him! ! – he heard Toothless' voice like a fading and distant echo.

And immediately he knew he was safe, though that didn't make him feel any better. Toothless kept coming to save him, like he was some damsel in distress (oh, ironic fate), and no matter how hard Hiccup tried, it seemed like there was no way he could ever be the one standing up for the ones he loved.

Toothless had pulled back one of the pros by the neck of his t-shirt and before the others could react the dragon boy had already pushed that pro into unconsciousness using the same pressure-point he'd once used on Hiccup. Two other pros tried to grab him but Toothless simply slid between their hands as water, fast as only he.

Then his instincts went wild. They've been trying to hurt Hiccup, _his_ Hiccup, out of nothing but boredom. Well, Toothless was about to give them the entertainment of their lives.

The brawl was more intense and prolonged than the one occurred in the school, because these were bullies who actually knew the proper way to fight, and they knew how to get each other's backs and how to avoid a punch coming right at their faces.

What they didn't know is that Toothless was merely playing with them. Moreover, he was showing mercy: he didn't use his dragon strength, and he fought at half speed. Mainly because he didn't want to behave like a beast in front of Hiccup, not again, and that helped him stay in control, his dragon self tightly leashed in a safe corner within himself.

Nonetheless, even with his heightened skills carefully hidden, Toothless still had what it took to beat six pros down in what could be considered a short period of time. Who would have thought that Evelyn's paranoia and all those lessons of fencing and training inspired in "Karate Kid" would come in handy one day.

There was already a crowd of students enjoying the show gathered around the ring, screaming and making bets.

Just when he was about to deliver the final blow, a mighty fist seized his wrist and stopped him mid-air. Toothless was so filled with adrenaline that his senses went paranoid and he interpreted the meddling hand as a new enemy. Maybe the guy he'd knocked out first had recovered from the fainting and was ready to help his comrades. So Toothless turned on his heels and delivered a punch with his elbow… that the other person easily blocked with the forearm. A left hook, a side-kick, jab, cross, back-fist, Toothless delivered a fair amount of amazingly executed punches and finally defeated his opponent, whose strategy was completely defensive.

Two seconds later he realized it was Stoick, the coach, Haddock the one whose butt he'd just kicked.

No surprise, Toothless' heart stopped beating, and he covered his mouth in shame. Hiccup went up to him sputtering half-questions, half-accusations of why he didn't listen at least one of the ten times he yelped that it was his father and not somebody else. They both looked at Stoick with fear and shame, and Toothless couldn't help but think of how absurdly he'd just ruined the whole "You and my dad get along quite well", and how Stoick would now hate him forever and hunt him down till death if he ever found out about Toothless' true relationship with Hiccup.

The whole gym had gone silent; no one seemed to remember their bets anymore.

Stoick's nostrils flared as he commanded all of his students to go back to their respective trainings. Then he focused all of his attention on the persons standing on the ring.

- Who start'd it? – he demanded to know.

Suddenly Hiccup's shoes had turned into the most interesting thing in the universe.

- They did! They started it! – yelled Hammerhead, pointing at the pros whining for their bruises -. It's always them! ! They think they own this gym, those- - -! – and he proceeded to describe the pros with a colorful variety of adjectives.

- So they start'd it… – Stoick muttered, dedicating a fulminating stare to the pros, who immediately ran away; even they knew better than messing with a world champion. Then Stoick glared at Toothless, pointing at his chest with a thick and threatening finger - an' ya play'd along…

- Well… I… sir- - -coach…

Toothless had never wished for the earth to swallow him alive, and he was sure this wasn't going to be the last time, but certainly it would always be the time he wished for it the most.

And suddenly, when nobody expected something like that to ever happen, Stoick burst out laughing incredibly hard, and Toothless choked on his own words.

- Tha' was amazin' boy! Where did ya get those mov'ments? – exclaimed Stoick, unbelievably excited.

Toothless and Hiccup exchanged a shocked look, and the black-haired boy couldn't help but blush and scratch the back of his head sheepishly.

- I… uh… watch a lot of Jackie Chan movies?

- Ya're way over ev'rybody in 'ere! Ev'lyn wasn' lyin' at all I see. From now on ya'll be trainin' exclusiv'ly with me, apparen'ly I'm the only good opponen' for ya, eh? – Stoick patted Toothless' back really hard and encouragingly, this time managing to almost strike him down, because the dragon boy was totally confused.

Hiccup was the one to settle the situation down.

- Are you serious dad? – he asked, his voice sounded more high-pitched than intended, but at least there were no hiccups this time.

- O' course! Ya' frien's got lots o' potential! It'll be great!

- Sure – agreed Toothless, shifting awkwardly from one foot to the other, still baffled.

- Don' worry, Hiccup, he'll still help ya, but the real trainin' is fin'lly startin' seriously – Stoick clapped his hands together somewhat viciously; a sadistic smirk suddenly appearing on his face -. Let's see how much resistance ya really got, boy. Down! A hundred push-ups.

- Beg pardon? ? – a wide eyed Toothless muttered.

- Two hundred! ! – Stoick exclaimed.

No matter how confused he felt, that was a language Toothless could perfectly understand, and a second later he dropped himself on the floor and started counting. Hiccup couldn't help but chuckle as he watched Toothless get a taste of his own chocolate.

- Come on Tooth! It's only two hundred push-ups! – he mocked in revenge.

- Someone's not flying today… – Toothless muttered - Nine, ten… Or tomorrow… Fourteen…

- Hammerhead – Stoick called, his evil smirk widening noticeably -, get ya' angry butt over 'ere an' remin' Hiccup whut we're here for before 'e starts enjoyin' 'imself too much. Practice time, son.

Hiccup's smile vanished in the blink of an eye and this time it was Toothless the one to chuckle.

.

Naturally the next day both boys had an aching body and whimpered in pain at every step. It took them ages to reach the cafeteria, and by the time they did most people were already gone. They lay down on their usual table so suddenly they looked like puppets whose strings had been cut loose.

- What's wrong with you guys? – wondered Fishlegs.

- Hit by a bus – grumbled Toothless.

- Yeah, and the number plate read ST01CK… – added Hiccup.

Fishlegs chuckled a bit and decided to eat a bit of pudding to dissimulate.

- Rough training, huh? – he said with as much sympathy as he could muster (well, there was a good reason why he never went into sports, after all).

- You've no idea… – Toothless panted - When did he turn my two into a three hundred?

- Think it was after you said "Ouch" out loud – Hiccup recalled.

- He's a complete psycho! …Was I that maddening with you?

- If it makes you feel any better, my dad's worse… Not that much, though.

- Are you guys going to eat or what? – interfered Fishlegs, offering a bit of his pudding to them, because they hadn't even bothered in lining to buy their meals. Good decision, though, 'cause they arrived so late there was anything else worth to buy and eat.

- That is if I can move enough to chew…

This said, Toothless successfully managed to eat a spoon of pudding, not that pudding represented too much of a chewing challenge, of course.

.

.

They've decided to escape into their cove as soon as they got out of school; they needed some time for themselves, and in the air troubles seemed less… well, troubling. That particular day Hiccup even took a small cooler with him, filled with raw fish for Toothless (his total favorite meal when turned into the Night Fury).

- Are you sure you can fly? – the boy asked as he finished to adjust the straps on his harness.

When Hiccup said that comment, Toothless, in his dragon form, dedicated him the best "dude, please" look ever, rather offended that he doubted his flying skills.

- I didn't mean it like that! I just thought that, you know, with my dad's new training and everything it'd be a little painful. That's all.

Then Toothless licked Hiccup's face in what could either mean "don't you worry, mate" or "you're cute when you're worried", or both, and invited him to climb on his back and get ready for a great flying session.

Hiccup conceded with a smile. A minute later they were soaring through the skies as if they owned the place.

They hovered above the clouds and spiraled down drawing a blue hole in the gray shadow extended over Berk. They even followed and outran a group of big birds in an incredibly funny improvised race.

Then Hiccup's cell phone came into the scene, scaring the hell out of both him and Toothless. His hands somewhat numb Hiccup tried to pull it out of his pocket and found himself unable to hold the tiny device, that bounced and slipped off his hands and plummeted down.

He and Toothless watched the phone fall for a couple of seconds, before the dragon folded his wings and dove straight towards it.

Hiccup didn't have the time to release a scream, he had to focus in catching his phone as soon as Toothless was close enough, and with a lot of effort, he did before it was too late to answer.

- Hey, dad – he gasped in the phone.

- Hiccup's tha' ya? Whut's with ya' voice?

- I was… running… I'm alright, dad… So, what is it?

- Where are ya? Can barely hear ya with all tha' noise – said Stoick.

Of course, Toothless' wings, and the wind. Hiccup covered the speaker with his hand and whispered to Toothless' ear.

- We have to land, like, right now!

Fortunately they had lost a fair amount of altitude when diving and quickly enough Toothless landed on the closest, tallest tree they could find.

- Hiccup?

- Oh, yeah, I was… trying to make it to the arcade before Fishlegs, we made a bet… the loser puts today's coins… What is it dad?

- Nothin', I just came home early an' kinda worri'd 'cause ya weren' here. So, a' tha arcade with Fishlegs?

- Yeah, where else would I be?

- Ok, jus' makin' sure of it. Say hi t'Fishlegs an' tha others for me.

- Sure, dad… Wait! What others? – but Stoick had already hang up the phone.

Hiccup's face went blank. What others had Stoick meant?

Toothless looked at Hiccup, utterly curious, and flew down the tree to make his way back to the coven, where he immediately adopted his hybrid form.

- What was that? Is everything ok with your- - -? – his voice trailed off.

Hiccup stared wide-eyed and open-mouthed at some specific point right behind Toothless, who swiftly looked around to find out what had captured the brown-haired boy's attention so intensely.

They never got the chance to discuss Stoick's matter, because there was a little surprise waiting for them not far from the lagoon within their cove.

Well, many little surprises, to be precise.

.
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* * *

><p><strong><em>Another note:<em>** Suspenseful ending, isn't it? ^^

But you'll have to wait three weeks to know what comes next. I need a break to write the upcoming chapters, I'll try my fastest, I promise. Hold on!
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**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

**_Note:_** And three weeks later here we are! The suspense has come to an end.

Also, there are lots and lots of references in this chapter. If any of you knows said books I'd love to know in your reviews.

Read, read, enjoy, enjoy! ! !

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 19: Introductions.**

**.**

**.**

- Hey! Back off! ! That's my fish, Hiccup brought it for me! SHOO! ! – Toothless shouted as he ran towards the lagoon and the little dragons spattered all around, squeaking and shaking their wings - Ugh – he exclaimed when noticing how the cooler had been assaulted and all of his fish had already been bitten and covered in another dragons' saliva -. Well, I don't care: I'm eating it anyways!

Perhaps in his full dragon form it'd be less disgusting, but in the meantime he washed the fish in the crystalline lagoon (which was living-fish-free) and muttered angrily against the little dragons as a pouty child would.

Hiccup was petrified in his spot, the only thing about him that kept moving were his eyes, following Toothless and his rant.

The little dragons hid behind some rocks, staying as far as they could from the bigger dragon, but clearly feeling curious enough for not to leave the cove.

- I should've known they'd show up sooner or later… Of course they had to dare coming when food is involved… Well, next time I won't play dumb, I'll show them… – Toothless kept cursing under his breath and vigorously cleaning his fish.

- Toothless? – Hiccup called.

- Yes Hiccup? Argh, I should just dragonize and eat it now…

- Toothless!

- What?! – finally the dragon-boy reacted and bolted towards Hiccup, fish in hand.

- What's going on? Are those… are those dragons? ?

Toothless looked around as if he needed to confirm what those little food-thieves were.

- Yes, they've been spying on us for the last week, coming and going, but I didn't think they'd dare to show up – he said.

- You knew they were here?! – Hiccup exclaimed, slightly upset.

- Well, I had already told you there are more dragons and mythical creatures. They're everywhere – Toothless excused.

- And why hadn't you told me that there were dragons in _Berk_? ?

- Exactly because of that – Toothless responded when a glimpse of disappointment gleamed in Hiccup's eyes -. I knew that if I told you you'd want to see them, but they usually escape from humans, and if we couldn't find them I didn't want to see that disappointed look in you.

Then Toothless let his wings and ears down to reflect how repented he felt for his silence, and that gave him the looks of an appalled puppy so much that it was Hiccup the one who ended up apologizing.

- Oh, I see… Sorry.

- It's ok – Toothless quickly smiled, which made Hiccup realize that he'd been victim of those bright green eyes once again; he face-palmed mentally -. Besides, I wasn't sure they'd come any closer in my presence. We Night Furies are, well, some sort of royalty in the dragon society – Hiccup couldn't help but snort before that -. I mean it! – insisted Toothless, and after that his voice lowered and his words tainted with a bit of melancholy - At least _they_ were… And I believe I made all the dragons in a mile around fear me when I… you know, lost control because of the… you know… – Toothless shook his tail meaningfully, and Hiccup understood perfectly what he was talking about -. They don't look afraid anymore, however.

- Why not? – Hiccup wondered, thinking that if he were the size of those dragons and saw someone like Toothless, he'd probably run away in fear.

Toothless scratched his chin with a claw.

- I guess it's because of you. They must be thinking that if I don't hurt you I'm not gonna hurt them.

That made sense. Surely a Night Fury looked a lot less terrifying with a leather saddle on his back and a scrawny boy caressing his head most of the time.

- Well, so, now that they're here, do you think that I can…? – Hiccup extended his hand towards the closest little dragon, but it got scared and flew away -. I need an incentive of some sort, I… Toothless, give me your fish.

- No! - Toothless hugged the fish possessively - It's mine! You brought it for _me_!

- I'll bring more for you tomorrow. I'll even cook it if you want me to – he negotiated -. Pleeeease! Pretty please?

Toothless had to struggle a lot to say no to that face.

- Your "puppy eyes" don't have the same effect as mine – he reminded, wickedly.

Hiccup crossed his arms in a fake pout.

- Then I'm gonna have to switch tactics.

- What do you mean "switch tac- - -"? ?

Before the dragon boy suspected Hiccup closed the gap between them and pressed his mouth hungrily against Toothless'. In less than a second they were hugging each other tightly, and Hiccup's hands played with the silky black hair, and dragonized hands rested on his hips.

Hiccup let out a moan when Toothless' tongue drew the silhouette of his mouth, making him feel more eager and prolonging their kiss more than originally intended.

When they finally pulled apart, gasping for air and giggling, they barely remembered what had happened or where they were, until they found themselves surrounded by a pack of tiny dragons whose enormous eyes were fixedly staring at them.

- Looks like we got an audience – said Toothless, chuckling -. Guess they've never seen a dragon been tamed before.

- You fool! – Hiccup laughed along, getting the double meaning -. Oh, look, apparently they don't care about the show: it's the fish at our feet they want!

- Oh, great, I didn't want it anyways – Toothless pouted. He hadn't even noticed he dropped the fish when Hiccup kissed him, oh well…

- Come here, little dragon, come…

And to Hiccup's surprise, this time one of them let him touch it, and after that initial proof of trust all of the dragons showed a lot of interest in Hiccup and began to sniff him and Toothless alternatively.

- They like you – growled Toothless, arms crossed over his chest, a glimpse of his fangs through his parted lips.

- Toothless? Is it possible that you're _jealous_?

- Oh- - -I, err… Sorry, natural dragon territorialism. Sorry – he mumbled, absolutely ashamed of himself, blushing bright red in what was a curious contrast with the black of his draconian features.

Hiccup laughed in the cutest of ways before that, and weirdly enough the little dragons seemed to echo his mockery.

- They're Terrible Terrors, by the way – added Toothless -. It's their species name.

- They don't look terrible to me.

- You've never had one of those biting your nose, and pray you never do – warned Toothless with a smile.

.
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After the unexpected event at the cove, going back to the school and gym routine turned out rather boring. Neither of them was in the slightest disposition of paying any attention to daily activities, since they both had way more important matters to think about.

Stoick noticed they both were completely absent during training (and Hiccup also during dinner), but at least didn't recriminate anything that class, which, considering that when students were outrageously distracted he could always take on a little revenge the day after, wasn't very good news. Hiccup, however, forgot to remember his father had that kind of habit.

There was only one thing keeping his mind busy, and (surprisingly) this time it wasn't Toothless, though they shared with him the scales and wings and the fire-breathing qualities.

- So, what other species do you know? – mumbled the brown-haired boy, making sure he spoke low enough to only be heard by the dragon's ears, while they were in the dressing rooms.

Toothless waited until he put everything into his sport bag before responding. Though it wasn't exactly an answer what he provided; he'd been thinking about it and really didn't want to have this conversation yet. How many more secrets was he laying on Hiccup's shoulders? How much dangerous information? Toothless wished, deep inside, that things didn't make it farther than "My boyfriend is half a dragon. Period", but there was no way to truly get to know _Toothless_ without knowing the rest of the world he'd lived most of his life into. Hiccup had already figured that out.

- Do you really wanna talk about it _now_?

Hiccup immediately sensed that something was upsetting Toothless. Maybe he was still jealous in that dragon-territorialism manner, or maybe he didn't like talking about other dragons… Maybe Evelyn didn't like to have him talking about other dragons. But Hiccup needed to know; especially if he wanted to be capable of protecting Toothless. More than that: if Hiccup wanted to be with Toothless for real he needed to share his world, every tiny bit of it.

So yeah, to sum his long chain of thought up in one single phrase: he wanted to talk.

- Well, you have to go to work, and I'd really like to discuss it _today_. Come on, Tooth, it's me. You know you can tell me everything – he said, trying to push Toothless only with the honest interest in his eyes -. So how many?

Toothless gave in quite easily, frankly. He didn't want to hide anything from Hiccup. He wanted to keep the boy safe of course, but not at the price of secrecy between them. He was so bloody tired of it. Besides, the depth of their bond didn't allow secrets, or lies; lying to each other was like lying to oneself: it felt wrong and pretty much pointless.

- Most of them, you could say. I can pretty much tell you the names of every dragon known and where to find them – Toothless finally said.

He opened the door of the dressing rooms for Hiccup, like a gentleman does, then headed out of the gym with him.

- Will you teach me? – Hiccup asked shyly -. I'd like to know, to share your world…

"And be part of it, actually" he admitted to his thoughts. There was one last barrier standing in their relationship, and now that Hiccup had seen dragons flying above it he'd discovered that he could and wanted to break through and make it to the other side.

Toothless, nonetheless, was still giving too much of a thought to letting go that final barrier down.

- You know I don't want you to get involved in all this…

- I'm a dragon rider – Hiccup reassured with a bright smile -. And I might be mistaken, but I think that means I'm already involved. Like, deeply involved. Besides, I've seen Terrible Terrors. Seriously, nothing else out there is gonna surprise me – he added a tinge of humorous sarcasm that pulled a smile out of Toothless and seemed to relax him a lot -. Tell me.

The dragon boy sighed and nodded to himself, his mood now easier.

- Ok… Walk with me… and pay attention – he invited, and he and Hiccup walked side by side, pressing their arms together (they were tempted to hold hands, but thought better of it since they were outside Stoick's gym) -. First, there are the species that can be found in this part of Europe. I've caught glimpses of Hideous Zipplebacks, Monstruous Nightmares, Deadly Nadders, Gronkles… but I wouldn't be surprised if there were Whispering Deaths or Changewings farther north, near the beach.

- Zipplebacks and Gronkles? I've heard those names before! – exclaimed an excited Hiccup.

- Oh, I'm sure you'd come across them in many books or games. They always take inspiration from myths, and where do you think those myths come from? – Toothless continued counting with his fingers - Norwegian Ridgebacks, Chinese Lungs, Hungarian Horntails… People know more about us than they realize, except that they think it's just tales, and that's exactly what nowadays keeps us safe.

- "The greatest trick the devil ever played was making the world believe he didn't exist", right? – Hiccup cited, and Toothless couldn't help but love the way he always came up with that kind of intelligent remarks.

- Exactly… Dragons are smart, and careful, they won't let anybody see them if they can help it.

- But they let me see them yesterday – reminded Hiccup.

There was a small moment of awkward silence while they crossed a wide street.

- Yeah… And I'm starting to believe this is just the beginning of the sight-seeing – Toothless muttered.

- What you mean? There'll be more? ? – Hiccup got so excited before that thought that he lost focus on the world around him and ended up basically tripping with his own feet. Toothless raised an eyebrow at him.

- Well, of course! By now they all must be used to our presence, and now that they're over the "fear stage" they'll probably move on to the "curious stage". Just like yesterday. We gotta be more careful. Some species are far less aggressive than others, but that doesn't mean we can let every dragon come close. Some will trust you right away, some won't be that easy to convince, never mind their species.

- Ok, I get it… – Hiccup nodded enthusiastically - I can't believe this is all happening!

- You sound way more excited than I feel comfortable with.

- Jealous again?

- Worried, more likely – the other boy confessed.

Hiccup had officially been introduced into the world of dragons as part of a bigger myth, and from now on he would only learn more and more, and discover new things and creatures every day.

Maybe by the time Evelyn returned to Berk, he would know as much as her. Maybe one day, if Hiccup kept learning and insisting in protecting Toothless, he would join her and the others.

There was no turning back now.
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That was a curious thing. Ping made him think of Hiccup: so innocent, so young, and yet so determined to help a dragon at all costs. Except that now that Toothless thought of it, Ping had changed during the time she spent with Danzi, the dragon of the emperor; she'd become stronger, more confident of herself, braver… she was no longer the little slave girl that lived in the dry garden of an abandoned palace.

- Is that a new book? – asked Mrs. Evans as she swept the floor of the common living room. Toothless stood from the sofa and lifted the furniture so the old woman could sweep beneath; he'd been helping in any way he could to the cleaning routine ever since he'd found out that they were kind of related, and Mrs. Evans couldn't be more grateful.

- No, it's actually the one I was reading in New Year's Eve. I decided to reread the trilogy.

- Oh, I thought it was new, you looked so very absorbed in it. Must be quite an interesting book… Especially with _that_ title – she pointed at the cover where "Dragonkeepers" was written in golden capital letters. Toothless hid the book below a pillow and grunted something about the lines of "discretion, please" - Sorry, it's none of my business. It's Evelyn's… and Hiccup's, not mine – she apologized -. I'll just finish this and I'll leave you alone; I'll go ask Mr. Boyd for the rent.

- Isn't it a little late to pay the rent? – mumbled Toothless as he recovered his comfortable position at the sofa, glad to change the conversation topic.

Though she had never openly admitted it, Mrs. Evans obviously knew about the whole half-dragon issue (or at least she let Toothless assume so when it was convenient), but that didn't make it any easier to speak it aloud.

The old landlady caught the message and derided the conversation towards the direction pointed by the boy.

- Oh, he needed the money to fix his car – and then Mrs. Evans started a long an unnecessarily detailed explanation of how they'd come to a good agreement about the rent delaying and stuff. By the time she was over with it, Toothless had fortunately forgotten her mischievous mention of the book title -… Usually you know I don't like delays, but this was a special case and I love his car, justifies the parking space in the garden. Actually, I think his car is the one spot of color in that garden…

- We should fix that garden one of these days – prompted Toothless -. I bet you'd like to have something green and… alive, for a change.

- Oh, I don't mind my wild, dry garden. With my pension I can either run a tenement house, or a nice garden, not both. And everybody, including you, prefers the house.

Toothless smiled apologetically.

- And what if I change my vote for "garden"?

- It's very sweet of you, Toothless, but that doesn't increase my pension. So I guess we are all sticking to the "house" option.

- And… what about Evelyn? – the boy said, scratching the back of his head as if to make his comment sound more casual than what it really was.

- What about her? – Mrs. Evans stared at him with eyes wide opened.

- Well, since I live here, I imagine she- - -

- No, no, no – interrupted the old woman -. I wouldn't feel comfortable taking Evelyn's money, she's worked hard to earn, maintain and increase her fortune. And it would be quite an easy path to track if she paid for a house in a city she has supposedly nothing to do with. Wouldn't you agree?

- Yeah… right…

Well, Toothless had never actually thought that that was the reason why Evelyn insisted in him getting a job whenever he was away from London. The angriest part of him always believed the financial limitations were some sort of punishment for all the times he'd run into troubles. For the last three years Evelyn would give him money every month for him to study and eat, but Toothless had to pay for the roof he slept under. Until then he'd assumed that Evelyn was just getting tired of covering his tracks every time he had to run away, but it might actually be the opposite: she'd been working harder to cover them.

After all, Evelyn had enemies of her own that she didn't want Toothless to get involved with. It wasn't easy to be a Valhalla.

- But do not worry, dear – Mrs. Evans went on -. Many a thing will change once she lives here. Life is going to be easier for you, I'm sure.

Toothless couldn't help but wonder if the dream of an "easy life" was possible for someone like him.

.

.

At least he had Hiccup to forget about the complexities of his life and merely enjoy the time. Well, sort of… He kept insisting that he wanted to learn everything that there is to be known about dragons; and who's to blame him? Hiccup had been in love with dragons since his childhood; and, he was having a difficult time to admit it, but Toothless was grateful for Hiccup's geeky fascinations because surely they had played an important part in the whole "I don't care you are a dragon, I think it's cool and let's be together" development of their love story.

Actually, that weekend Hiccup made plans to visit Toothless at the tenement house (after a long session of online gaming with Fishlegs) so they could properly discuss the dragon subject in all its glorious extension.

- What's all this? – asked Toothless when the brown-haired boy arrived at his place carrying a big suitcase.

- I brought every book I own that contains information about dragons. Even borrowed some from Fishlegs – he explained as he dragged the case into the house.

- You're seriously excited about this… There, I'll take that – after the first two steps Hiccup failed to pull the suitcase up Toothless took it from his hands and effortlessly carried it all the way to his bedroom. What a funny déjà vu.

Giggling nervously, Hiccup followed, closely behind.

- I'm charging you an extra tip for making me work on my free day – joked Toothless, and the giggle turned into a laugh.

Even Mrs. Evans, who was walking by in that moment, laughed at the top of her lungs with that joke and teased Toothless endlessly about his bellboy job and his red uniform, until Hiccup managed to distract her with some comment about her soap opera and they could escape upstairs, out of the reach of her laughter.

Finally they made their way to the attic, entered the room and closed the door.

- Make yourself at home – invited Toothless.

Hiccup headed straight towards the mattress, sat down and shook off his shoes.

- Done – he smiled.

Toothless held down a cute snort in order to keep a bit of seriousness; after all they were to talk about serious business, and he wanted to match the atmosphere. Odin, it wasn't easy to keep a straight face with Hiccup there, looking so interested and eager to learn, like a young and adorable school boy; Toothless just wanted to go there and hold him tight.

Such thoughts, however, vanished from his mind when he remembered the last time Hiccup had been in that room, and what had almost happened that night… Feeling awfully ashamed of himself, although very careful not to exteriorize it, Toothless cleared his throat and rested his fists on his hips.

Suddenly studying dragons seemed quite appealing.

- Ok. So… where do we start?

- I was thinking perhaps we could read together and you could tell me which books I can trust and which I should burn.

- Good. Let's do that. Leave the burning part to me!

- If you insist… – Hiccup smirked.

Toothless began to pull books out of the suitcase and pile them on his desk, mentally reading the titles. Well, if there were such a thing as a dragon bible sort of thing, Hiccup probably owned it. And there it was! Toothless stared blankly at the red cover for an entire minute, his mouth shaped in a permanent gasp.

- _"Dragonology"? ?_

- By Dr. Ernest Drake – Hiccup quickly added -. Amazing book.

- Looks quite old… – Toothless pointed as he carefully analyzed the book: the smell, the texture.

- It was my mom's – Hiccup confessed -. I don't know how she got it.

- Maybe Evelyn gave it to her…

It that was the true story, Toothless wouldn't be surprised. Apparently Hiccup inherited most of his personality traits from the Valhalla side of his family.

- _No doubt but there is none other beeste comparable to the mightie dragon in awesome power and majestie- - -_

- _And few so worthie of the diligent studies of wise men_ – completed Hiccup the quote.

- I think I'll like this book – the dragon boy decided, and placed it over the bed as the first in his "to read" list. Then he kept extracting books -. What else do we have here? "Inheritance" Cycle, "Dragonkeepers" trilogy – Toothless couldn't help but smile fondly and exchange an affective look with Hiccup, who smiled sweetly in return -, "A song of Ice and Fire", "Harry Potter" saga… Oh, hello there Tolkien! "Dragonlance Chronicles", "The Dragon book"… "The dragonbone chair"?

- That's from the "Memory, sorrow and thorn" series. You _so_ have to read them.

- I think I will… – and Toothless bright-green eyes proceeded with their examination of Hiccup's personal library - Wow, seeing all this even _I_ want to learn about dragons.

- Well, you only have to ask and I can teach you whenever you want – a falsely arrogant smirk curled Hiccup's lips. Both boys burst out laughing a second later.

Seconds later, nonetheless, Toothless' laughter faded away, a mask of sad melancholy taking over his expression. His fingers instinctually reached for his silver necklace.

- You know? Had you been there when Evelyn had me memorizing all those dragon facts, stories and legends everything would had been much better… I'm sure I wouldn't have made as many mistakes as I did… Like that factory, and- - -

- Hey, it's ok – Hiccup assured, pure solace and understanding in his voice -. I'm here now.

- I know you are.

With a silent, yet rapid movement, Toothless took seat next to the other boy, locked their eyes together, and after a wordless reassurance ("I'm here and I always will") leaned in to press his mouth to Hiccup's.

- Mmh… Toothless? – Hiccup whispered, eyes closed and lips parted.

- Yes?

- Remember when I said you could burn the books…? I didn't mean it. Don't do it.

Toothless chuckled and placed a loving hand on Hiccup's neck. It was only for those little moments with Hiccup that Toothless had been learning to actually accept himself as a half myth, a hybrid. If Hiccup liked him just the way he was, why couldn't he do the same?

- Let me burn only the ones with "dragon slayer" in the title… – he negotiated.

- No – Hiccup refused with a smile.

- Ok…

They kissed again, and Odin they'd both be lying if they said that, even after all that time, it didn't feel as mystical and sweet as their first kiss.

.
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* * *

><p><strong><em>Another note:<em>** Didn't you feel absolutely relieved when the suspense didn't lead to bad things happening? ^^ We haven't reached that part of the sto- - -SQUIRREL! !

Wow, it had been a lot since the last time Squirrel slithered in with his sneak-peeks.

Gosh! Am I _cursi_ or what? Toothcup is still my Top OTP, followed by BunnyFrost and then all my others OTPs are forgotten. Though I guess that will change this weekend because I'm updating and watching BBC's "Sherlock" season 3 YAY! ! !

Because of that and my new job, next chapter will be up in two weeks.

Yes, I'm evil. SLYTHERIN, baby! ! ! ^^
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You make every chapter count! !

I hope everybody's year is great, taxes-free, unlike mine... I hate the president so much... *End of spontaneous political rant*
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_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this chapter..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_
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**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.
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**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

**_Note:_** Wow... twenty chapters? ? ? Not even in my original stories I've made it this far, which is actually a little sad. I'm gonna try and make some drawings related to celebrate this accomplishment, as Hi Mr Whale brilliantly suggested. It'll take a little time, though. Had I mentioned I got a job? It's draining my time away, but it's worth it if I'll get the money to cosplay Toothless for the HTTYD 2 premiere. =D

A lot of Astrid and references in this chapter, because the story asked for it. Also, Snotlout is totally based on my cousin in this... LOL, I love my cousin, he's so dumb. ^^

Read and enjoy! !

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 20: Fixed.**

**.**

**.**

It was time for lunch again at BHS, and the cafeteria was filled with noise and laughter. It was raining outside, hail included, therefore the crowd was larger than usual. It was a difficult task to hear the conversation of the person beside you, least of all to eavesdrop on foreign discussions. Actually, it was the perfect scenario if you wanted to talk about private love matters, or to prove your boyfriend that you did your Dragon Studies homework.

- Ok. Whispering Death – said Toothless, defying Hiccup to demonstrate he'd memorized the different dragon classes. So far Hiccup had correctly classified every dragon Toothless had asked, only delaying once or twice before answering.

- Boulder class – Hiccup responded without much of a thought.

- Gronkle?

- Boulder.

That was the last question. They'd reached their regular table at the cafeteria's corner, where Fishlegs and Aura waited for them.

- Did anybody say Gronkle or I imagined it? – wondered Fishlegs once both of his friends were within listening range.

- I did – admitted Toothless.

- Those are cool dragons! They're supposed to eat rocks and melt them in their throats to spit lava! Lava! Isn't that the coolest thing you've ever heard of?

- Perhaps… but they aren't fast – replied Toothless in a defensive attitude.

Hiccup snorted, fully aware Toothless was upset that anyone considered any dragon kin cooler than Night Furies. He put his arm around Toothless' shoulders, giving him a gentle and affectionate squeeze to lighten his humor. Nevertheless Toothless instantly shrugged off Hiccup's arm, took a look around, and after he confirmed no one had noticed the physical interaction, he held Hiccup's hand under the table. Hiccup felt a little offended for the initial rejection, but he couldn't blame Toothless, now could he? They were in public.

Good thing Fishlegs missed Toothless' dragon jealousy because he was busier being sympathetic with the whole nervousness of being "public".

There was an awkward silence, until Fishlegs decided it was safe to continue dialoguing.

- I didn't know you were a dragon geek – he said to Toothless.

- You'd be surprised – guaranteed Hiccup with a proud smile that Fishlegs didn't know this time how to interpret.

- Hey, guys – interfered Aura -. Is anything wrong with us? Do we look weird? Did we sit on wet paint or something?

- Not that I'm aware. Why? – wanted to know Hiccup.

- Those athletes have been staring at our table for ten minutes now – the girl pointed with a finger.

- Really? – pronounced Fishlegs, Toothless and Hiccup in unison, turning their heads towards the place she signaled.

Aura had pointed a Viking table; not any Viking table, but the lead Viking table, where the team captains sat altogether. That was actually the table in which Toothless got his nickname his first day at BHS.

Dagur and the bullies were there, along with Snotlout, Astrid, the twins and many other popular athletes and cheerleaders. Usually, that table was believed to be the best one, with the coolest people and the funniest ambiance.

That day, however, you didn't need to be a genius to realize there were problems in paradise. With all the noise it was impossible to hear what he was screaming, but everybody could see that Dagur was shouting in a really bad mood, the cheerleaders trying appease him, while Astrid looked determined to irritate him further. She kept focusing her blue eyes on Hiccup and his friends alternatively as she raised her voice against the bullies.

Suddenly, Astrid smashed her hands on the table, got up and left the table shouting "See how much I care! !" (which only Toothless with his amazing senses could hear in the middle of the chaos). She headed towards the table where Fishlegs and Hiccup were and sat right between them, talking really fast and upset.

- Apparently Green Death had Dagur on a leash. He hadn't been this unbearable before! Next time I should just punch him or something.

- Yeah… Hi, Astrid, how are you? How's basketball going? – said Hiccup with a lot of sarcasm, making the girl realize that in her blind rage she had just stormed in as if she owned the table.

- Oh, sorry. Hi, everyone. I had to get out of that table, you understand that, don't you Hiccup? You don't… mind _me_ sitting here, do you?

- No, go ahead.

Next to him, completely unnoticed, Toothless widened his eyes in disapproval and shock that Hiccup hadn't even looked at him before accepting. Didn't he mind what _he_ thought of letting the girl sit there?

Astrid sighed relieved and made herself more comfortable at her new seat.

- This is weird – said Aura, her brown eyes wide open and fixed on the blonde girl -. Cool, but weird.

- And it's getting weirder – warned Fishlegs.

Ruffnut had stood up as well from the Viking table and was on her way to join Astrid, lunch tray in hand.

- What was that? – the twin girl asked, taking seat in front of Astrid as if she owned the table. Apparently that was a common Viking habit.

- That was me not putting up with Dagur's nonsense.

- You can't do that – Ruffnut said, more to herself than to her best friend.

- Didn't you hear Snaketongue's wisdom? Green Death isn't here anymore and we can do anything we "f-ing" want. I felt like leaving that table.

Ruffnut couldn't argue that logic. She shrugged and focused on her meal. Or at least she tried to, since Tuffnut didn't let her: he'd also left the Viking table, food in hand.

- Hey brat! – the male twin came shouting.

- What are you doin' here worm?

- That's my food you grabbed! I want it back! – claimed Tuffnut.

- We're having the same.

- But you already licked this spoon. I don't want your saliva in my food!

With a naughty smirk Ruffnut took the spoon on her plate (Tuffnut's spoon) and licked it, enjoying the disgusted expression on her twin's face.

- Eeeeewwww! ! – then Tuffnut sat next to his twin to quarrel more comfortably.

- That makes three athletes in our table – muttered Aura in awe.

- Four – corrected Hiccup.

Snoutlout walked straight to their table and took over the last seats available.

- Don't leave me alone with that creep!

- He keeps going with that crappy speech? – asked Astrid, annoyed.

- Says if we don't sit in a Viking table, we can't be Vikings. But _haw-haw!_ I'm the quarterback! I'm his boss on the field! And he can't bribe the coach with lame "my father, the principal" excuses. I'm the boss! !

- Yeah! – agreed Astrid - Someone should remind Dagur that he's NOT Green Death! ! – she gradually raised her voice as she pronounced the negative part of her sentence, trying to get Dagur to listen.

- What about you Night? – Snotlout called Toothless - Wanna volunteer for punching another Viking?

- Sounds tempting – the black-haired boy granted.

- Hey! – Hiccup nudged him in the ribs. They didn't need new enemies.

- What? – gasped an interested Tuffnut, struggling to break free from his sister's clutch around his neck - Who what? Why the "hey"?

- Yeah, who volunteers for what? – inquired Ruffnut.

- A fight?

- Hell yeah!

Well, at least the twins finally agreed on something. They forgot about their war for the spoon and started babbling about butt-kicking, action movies and stuff.

- Got a deal – said Snotlout in a magnanimous tone -, you can hit him. But if you're sending him to the hospital, make sure it's after the season and not before. We still need a good defense.

- I'll rearrange my agenda – Toothless played along.

For someone who had Vikings on the top of his black list, Toothless certainly had what it took to get along with the four of them… Well, the three of them, he was still unconsciously angry with Astrid. Damn his innate resentment.

- Why are you in our table? I still don't get it – Aura blurted -. I mean, one is a different thing… but four? Is this a joke? Upside-down day or something?

- Wow, looks like we haven't done such a good job putting an end to this whole "Viking class" status – realized Astrid, she switched seats to be in front of Aura and smiled honestly at her -. Hi, I'm called Astrid. My friends call me Astrid and you can call me Astrid.

- You're funny! – said Aura, chuckling. She stopped when the athletes all looked bedazzled at her - Oh, sorry… I find intentional redundancy funny.

- I was laughing at that too, grammatical jokes rule – supported Hiccup, attempting to help Aura through her uneasiness. She wasn't the secret cousin, secret ex or secret ally of any of them; she was just a mathlete before a bunch of athletes, it was natural for her to feel a little intimidated.

- Mathematic jokes are better – differed Fishlegs. Of course it had to be him the one to put a definite end to Aura's nervousness.

- _Nerds_ – Snotlout rolled his eyes; not in an offensive way, though. Secretly he was just angry that he didn't understand that kind of humor.

- I know amazing math jokes! – exclaimed the mathlete girl.

- We love jokes! – screamed the twins in unison.

Five minutes later Aura got the Thorston twins laughing hysterically after generously explaining to them why Ten was afraid of Seven (because Seven _ate_ Nine).

- Because Seven ate…? 7, 8, 9… Eight, ate… 9, 10… I get it! – joined Snotlout the laugh a little too late.

Astrid face-palmed in utter shame. Were those really the friends she'd been hanging around with her whole life?

- And that, ladies and gentlemen, is why he failed fifth semester.

.

After the first awkward days the barriers that divided the Vikings from the rest of the school completely dissolved in that table. To their surprise, they had many things in common, and those athletes did have a geeky streak that every nerd in the world could easily relate to. The best example were, to begin with, the twins.

- Wait… What's that on your shirt? – Ruffnut asked Aura one of those days.

- Duh! It's a pin, you loser – said Tuffnut, earning a punch on the shoulder. Aura patiently waited until they stopped pinching each other to respond.

- It's a "Hand of the King", from- - -

- "Game of Thrones"! ! ! – recognized the twins - We love that show! !

- Me too! And the books are awesome! !

The twins' jaws dropped. Tuffnut might have even drooled a little.

- No kidding. There's a book of it? ? Why haven't I read it?

- 'Cause you _can't_ read, Tuff – teased Ruffnut. Tuffnut shrugged in resignation; truth is he didn't read at all -. So you know what's gonna happen? We haven't watched the complete show yet.

- 'Cause someone's afraid of watchin' season three!

- Shut up! ! I don't want my boys to die, and if they do…!

- I know – Aura understood perfectly the devastation feeling when your favorite character from a book, tv-show, movie or videogame died -. And wait until you make it to the Red Wedding.

- What's the Red Weddin'? – asked both twins.

- …Nothing – Aura squeaked, a knot in her throat, and turned around to hide her silent tear. Poor tormented souls that didn't know what was coming.

Too bad she didn't know how annoying and obsessive the twins could be. She had to deal with constant poking on her arms from both sides until the tormented soul was her and she became exasperated enough to break her sacred never-spoil oath.

Needless to say the twins regretted their insistence the entire day. BHS had never witnessed such drama show starred by the tennis duo.

Meanwhile, Astrid and Fishlegs talked about "Harry Potter", because Astrid was, startlingly, a fan, and discussed the pros and cons of their dream houses.

Snotlout, on the other hand, preferred to start on familiar territory, so he spoke about fighting videogames and sports, the two things Hiccup already knew him to be a fan of.

- So, Hiccup, heard my dad and uncle Stoick mention you've been going to the gym?

- Since the holidays – the brown-haired boy confirmed.

- How's it goin'? – that was genuine interest in Snotlout's voice and eyes. A beautiful and rare thing to be seen in a secret cousin when in a public place.

- He works hard – intervened Toothless after Hiccup hesitated -. He's getting better.

- Wait… You're going too? ?! And uncle Stoick hasn't killed _you_?! !

- Well, my dad has _no_ reason to kill him, right? – snapped Hiccup, immediately seconded by Toothless.

- Because he doesn't and will _never_ know anything that turns him against me, right?

Snotlout stood there, doing his best to bear the angry looks of both boys. From Toothless the killer eyes weren't unforeseen, but he had never imagined that little Hiccup did have a murderous gaze. Maybe they've been watching mafia movies and learning a few intimidation tricks lately. All that was missing was the classical "capisci".

In a quite undignified reaction he looked for Astrid's protection and practically begged her to adjoin him in her conversation, to which she, mercifully, agreed.

Hiccup and Toothless enjoyed very much joking about that for weeks.

.
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It felt strange, and it still felt right: the opposite social classes of BHS living together. The fact that four top athletes decided to sit every lunch break with three of the biggest nerds in the school and the still indecipherable Dean Night was really breaking the rules. They were pretty much knocking high school's stereotypes off.

It was awesome.

Moreover, they made a rather cool gang. It wasn't rare anymore to see Astrid and Hiccup talking, or the twins walking with (and teasing) Fishlegs, or Toothless pushing Snotlout to make his good deed of the day and stand up for bullied nerds.

What did remain an exceptional thing to see, however, was Astrid and Toothless hanging out just the two of them; you never saw them without a friend in common, who was, most of the times, Hiccup. And many were getting anxious to find out the whys.

- Hey guys! – called Astrid after school was over -. We're having open practice today, do you wanna come? The cheerleaders are angry with me and they're not cheering basketball for a while. We could use some people on the grand-stands. You in?

- We actually had some plans… – Toothless started building an excuse, but Hiccup was faster and accepted before his boyfriend could refuse.

- Count us there.

Astrid breathed out with relief.

- That's great! Thanks so much. See you later guys!

As Astrid walked away Toothless couldn't restrain himself and ended up glaring at her back, biting his lips in repressed frustration. There was only one thing he didn't like of this new friendship: Astrid and Hiccup were getting close… or closer, to make it worse.

He hated how hopelessly jealous he felt to know that Hiccup's ex was coming back into his life. He hated not to have been the very first one in Hiccup's heart. He hated how afraid he was of Astrid's new presence; he hated himself for being filled with this baseless fear.

It was just natural for him to be so harsh and rude towards the person who brought all that confusion and fear into his head.

- I thought we were going to fly – he gritted.

- Oh, come on, it's gonna be fun! We'll still be together – Hiccup tried to sound upbeat, but his efforts had obviously no impact on Toothless' dark mood. Only then realization hit him -. Hey, I know what's going on. This isn't about flying or not, it's about Astrid. You're jealous of her.

- What gives you such a wrong idea? – Toothless' spat so much sarcasm in his words that they almost felt venomous. Odin, he hated feeling like this!

- Toothless, we're all trying to be friends: you can't hold grudges against her. She's a nice girl.

- So I've heard: nice enough to date.

Ok, that was it. Gathering all his courage Hiccup seized Toothless by the wrists and held him against the lockers, forcing him to make eye contact. He forgot that he was in the school and that, no matter how empty the hallways look, there's always the possibility that people might see. Honestly, he didn't care anymore about people watching, or gossiping; all he cared about was Toothless, to set things right and make him understand, once and for all, that there was nobody but him.

- We tried for like two months! We only went out… five times – he said with all sincerity -. It's nothing! Especially compared to _us_! It's double nothing. I never kissed Astrid, and I wouldn't risk my life for her. Just for you. Had I met you earlier I would've never noticed her.

Toothless studied Hiccup's eyes and got lost in them as an excuse for not to speak, because he had troubles, for the first time, finding the strength to tell Hiccup about these doubts and fears. They weren't about dragons, secrets and dualities; this time they were about him… about _them_.

Swallowing hard, Toothless finally managed to get over the knot in his throat.

- You two get along too well. You trust her – he murmured.

- She earned that trust, don't you think? – Hiccup insisted, remembering that awful night where he feared he'd lose Toothless, and without even a decent explanation Astrid had gone to his help.

- I… don't know what to think. It's just I'm… jealous… – it was easier to say he acted like that due to envy than admitting the painful truth. The good thing is that with Hiccup he didn't need to always put his feelings to words. Hiccup could see right through his façades into his soul, and understand. That was the nature of their bond.

- She's a friend. Just like Fishlegs, like Aura – Hiccup laced his fingers with Toothless' -. You are much more than that. We have a bond, right? After two months of "dating", Astrid and I broke up. After two months of having known each other, you and I had the Halloween Ball.

Hiccup had spoken just the exact words, they did magic on Toothless. Remembering their first kiss and the previous time in the forest, Toothless blushed hard and finally understood that he was exaggerating. There was no way Astrid would pose an obstacle between them, even if she'd been Hiccup's crush for years before they met. What they had now was stronger than the past; stronger than everything.

Hiccup locked eyes with him, expectant for an answer. Presently free of prejudices and fear, Toothless nodded with a peaceful sigh.

- Ok… Fine. Let's go to the practice – he gave in.

So they did, sitting at a far corner of the gym. Boys were very busy drooling for the team members and shouting Astrid's name as if she'd promised to kiss the one who screamed louder, and the girls were busy watching the game, which was good: no one bothered to notice Toothless and Hiccup entered discretely holding hands.

Astrid did, though, but she wasn't losing her concentration to say "hi", so she waited until the practice ended and all her teammates headed to the showers before she waved her hand at the boys and joined them at the grand-stands.

- So what you think? We looked good? – she asked, still working on recovering her breath. She gave everything she had on the court, and most of the times she had nothing left by the time the game was over. That's why she was captain.

Hiccup nodded, and not long after so did Toothless.

- That's great! 'Cause I've been thinking we need a challenge and I'm talkin' with Stilter to practice all together.

- Stilter? – Toothless raised an eyebrow.

- The tall guy? Long legs like he's wearing stilts? – described Astrid, until she understood that Toothless hadn't asked in confusion, but with mocking skepticism - Come on! You gotta forgive our lack of imagination, it was kinder-garden!

- Hasn't improved at all if "Toothless" is anything to go by – he teased. Astrid laughed at her own expense -. Still don't know who he is, I keep my world small.

- He is captain of the basketball male team – explained Hiccup -. That'd be a tough game. A little unfair, even…

- Yeah, they would so bite our dust – Astrid said roguishly, relishing on the thought.

- Exactly – smiled the brown-haired boy.

- See? We're havin' fun! You should come more often – Astrid invited. And although she looked straight at Hiccup when saying that, her words were obviously dedicated to the guy sitting by his side -. Next time bring Fishlegs and Aura along; I bet they won't say no to you. And if Snotlout, Ruff and her evil twin don't have practice of their own, you all can be our new cheerleaders.

- Riiiight, I've waited my entire life to shake those tassels! – a freaked out but above all sarcastic Hiccup replied.

Toothless snorted so hard that had he been drinking anything he would've spit it through his nose.

- That'd be cu- - -fun.

- Toothless! Get that image off your head! – Hiccup reddened to the ears, the toes and the tips of his hair. And the fact that he'd also pictured Toothless the same way didn't help at all.

- I'll wipe both your heads clean – interfered Astrid for dear life -. Picture Snotlout in the cheerleading outfit, and then realize that if you dress the twins in the same uniform you won't know who the girl is.

Laughter transmuted into dead silence and red into a pale, yellowish tone.

- Astrid, ugh!

- I had to: you spent _too much_ time with the "Nuts-nuts" today – Astrid excused herself, holding back a snicker - Forget I ever asked you to cheer my team. See you tomorrow, guys.

Astrid waved her hand good-bye and walked away, aiming for the dressing rooms.

- She meant the twins? – Toothless wanted to confirm.

- Ruff-_nut_, Tuff-_nut_, and they're both crazy – analyzed Hiccup, faking seriousness.

- Intentional redundancy?

The concept of "burst out laughing" was redefined that afternoon.

Ok, even if Toothless didn't like admitting it, he did have fun at the basketball practice.

.

Not long later it became a habit, going at least once a week to watch the practice of Astrid, or the twins (they only went to watch Snotlout once, and Dagur and the bullies didn't like having an audience).

Hiccup easily convinced Fishlegs to go as well with arguments about the fun, and the excitement of the game, and how it got all your emotions exponentially increased (especially emotions that had you laughing until your stomach ached), and how you could always find a way to make bets and win the trading card you've been trying to steal from your best friend since third grade. "I wouldn't miss it for anything in the world" was Fishlegs' definite answer after listening to Hiccup's final argument. And if he assisted to a practice and/or game, naturally Aura went too.

Thanks to that the connection between the new gang's members strengthened, and now they could truthfully said that they were friends. Even Astrid and Toothless' relationship seemed to improve, and now they could joke with each other almost naturally, except that being just the two of them without a third one to referee continued to be way too awkward, which sometimes made things look as if they just pretended to like each other for their friends' sake.

Until Gobber, ready to meddle in everybody else's life, came up with the delightful idea of teaming them up for a little project.

- Night! Hofferson! – he called when spotted the gang at the hallway - Come 'ere!

Everyone stared at him wide-eyed, as if he had spoken in a different language.

- I mean _you_! Toothless _and_ Astrid, don't play dum'! Come 'ere!

Walking slowly as if they'd been called to a trial that would most likely end with death sentence, and exchanging uncomfortable looks, they obeyed. Gobber smirked wickedly.

- D'me a favor, ya two. Go fetch th'audiovisual equipment from th'auditorium.

- We're no longer your students – growled Toothless, hoping Gobber would get the "And you're no longer my favorite professor" subtext.

- That's why it's "favor". Not for me, d'it for 'im – he rapidly glanced at Hiccup, a dangerous amount of knowledge in his eyes -. Go, get the equipment… and _fix it_!

Both Astrid and Toothless remained on their spots, glaring at him and not moving a single muscle.

- Or ya want detention? – Gobber threatened.

Fast as lightning, they ran for the auditorium and gathered the whole equipment even faster. While they were wrapping wires and setting the trolley to get the stuff out of there, Astrid kept dropping things on her feet because she was very upset, and Toothless just mumbled to himself a hundred things that may not have been nice to hear.

- Seriously, why does he give a…? – Toothless muttered to himself; not low enough for Astrid not to listen, though.

This time she did pay attention to the boy's gibberish. Were all those words dedicated to her, to Gobber or to the general situation? Astrid hoped all-heartedly they weren't meant for her. What had she done to deserve Toothless' aversion? She never pretended to be mean to him, and she liked to think she'd kinda saved him troubles the first day of school; then why…? Oh, that's right, Gobber had mercifully enlightened them: because of Hiccup.

Well, if there was a time fit for discussing this issue, that very moment was certainly the right one. What could she say…? It took her ages to finally make a choice, but she eventually figured out what she had to do.

- He's got a point, you know? – she said unexpectedly, somewhat nervous - There's something we need to fix.

- So now you agree with Gobber? – huffed Toothless, not looking her in the eye.

Entire minutes of dead and awkward silence passed by, and Astrid began to memorize the details of her shoes when Toothless finally showed a sign of reaction. He threw a remote control into the trolley, and crossed his arms as he leant against the closest wall, ready to listen. "But take note that I do this only for Hiccup" he mentally told Astrid, therefore listening meant only that and not also talking back or understanding what was said. He was just curious as to know what this girl had to say about _his_ Hiccup (and that, ladies and gentleman, can be taken as a clear proof of what myths call "dragon territorialism").

Astrid leaned on the trolley, and tapped her fingernails against the metal in what coincidentally sounded as a clockwork rhythm until she mustered the courage to face Dean "Toothless" "Night Fury". Seriously, it sure would be easier if his fame didn't precede him.

- Toothless, I know you hate me… – she began, speaking faster than she may have originally intended, but at least the words did come out of her mouth and not froze at her teeth - and it's ok. Well it's not, but I mean it makes sense. You know, with you and Hiccup and… me being his ex… sort of – at this point she had to make a pause, frowning in utter confusion. Now that she thought about it, "ex" was too strong a word -. Does it even count if you never kissed the person and absolutely nobody knew? Because… it can really be like nothing happened… Well, actually it didn't… Damn! There should be standards for these things!

Toothless immediately sensed that Astrid wasn't having that particular dialogue with him but with herself. It sounded real similar to what Hiccup had said, and well, he couldn't exactly doubt that if they both unintentionally (he hoped) agreed on the same terms, they had to be true. Maybe it wouldn't be a bad idea to give Astrid a chance to explain herself, especially when being friends with her meant so much to Hiccup.

- I think it's called a crush – Toothless defined what Astrid failed to, a little aggravated still. "And crushes tend to be quite _unreal_ and unlikely" he said to himself to keep his temper at bay. He had to remember that Hiccup was indeed with him and not with her.

- What? ?

- You realize you said all that aloud, right? – yeah, that was the irrefutable proof that the girl got lost in a very introverted moment. Toothless looked at her irritated and amused in equal amounts.

- Right… – Astrid went red from embarrassment, how silly she must have looked! She had to make up for it being twice as serious now, and thrice as honest - Listen. The "crush" you mean had place about two years ago and it was the shortest relationship I've ever been in – she promised.

- Two months is short for you? – that surprised Toothless quite a lot. He'd always assumed that, as a popular girl, for Astrid every boy was just "another boy". Hard to believe he was blinded towards her by such stereotypical ideas.

- Well, if you strictly count the days we saw each other out of school, is like a week – Astrid guaranteed -. Definitely my shortest.

The blonde athlete was doing what she could to make Toothless' see that she and his boyfriend meant nothing for each other in that sense, that they never really had. Toothless couldn't perceive the slightest tinge of lie in her voice; if Astrid's voice occasionally faltered it was because she was afraid of her own honesty, not nervous of being caught in the middle of a lie. Sometimes the dreadful truth was more frightening than the biggest of lies. Toothless knew that feeling all too well, and out of nowhere he felt a flush of sympathy for Astrid. They might have more in common than he ever expected. And if that was the case, he, the dragon boy, could (and should) very well show some mercy.

- I don't hate you – he declared, letting his arms down in what for corporal language meant he was no longer sheltering himself. "Ok, let's have this conversation" -. I kinda believed I did but… Hicup's right, I don't. I'm just jealous.

Astrid's jaw dropped, her eyebrows reaching for the sky and her eyes so wide opened they were in peril of popping out any second now.

- Of me and Hiccup? ? Ha! – she exclaimed, letting go a relieved chuckle - That's funny, because _I_ was jealous of _you_! Not in a romantic way – she quickly specified -, I just… Okay, you wanna know the truth? I appreciate Hiccup, admire him you can say. He's kind, smart and _so brave_, even though he doesn't realize it.

- He didn't – Toothless swiftly corrected -. He does now.

Astrid doubted for a second.

- Well, won't argue that, I'm sure you know him way better than I do – she gave her first attempt at a smile. A melancholic one was the only result she got -. He's a wonderful person, so honest when it comes to being himself, despite everything and everyone… I really wished someone like him noticed me…

Before that declaration Toothless' whole body automatically tensed, and deep inside him a black beast roared. What was that supposed to mean? That she wanted Hiccup back? Well, he was _not_ letting that happen…

Consuming all his energy to maintain control over himself until the right time, the dragon boy waited…

The girl continued apparently unaware of the dangerous thoughts that invaded her interlocutor's mind.

- When we broke up, we never said it but we kinda knew that from that moment and onwards we'd be there for each other anyways; even if we weren't proper and open friends, if one of us really needed it, the other would always lend a hand… – she searched in her memory -. I actually agreed to date Green Death once so Hiccup could escape a good beating, and he was always helping me with homework and stuff.

Hiccup had never mentioned that "agreement", which unsettled Toothless, but part of him couldn't blame him at all because there was nothing to talk about considering that such agreement was never pronounced aloud. Besides, he knew Hiccup to be the kind of person who never breaks a promise, and now a lot of little details from that horrid saturday night actually made sense.

- That's why he called _you_ after Fishlegs didn't answer… – Toothless understood, a whole chain of revelations illuminating inside his head, one right after the other.

The girl nodded compassionately, as if she was still sorry that her help was required.

- That day I confirmed you two were together (because Hiccup didn't need to say a word, really, and he didn't), and it was… difficult – Astrid admitted, feeling really bad with herself -. I always took Hiccup for granted, until then… In elementary school I knew he had this crush on me and I was mean and had him doing all sorts of favors- - -

The way Toothless' look changed, his pupils dilating and making his entire face darken (and was that a growl?) was the only warning Astrid needed to stop going with that subject.

- B-but you know how kids can get to be – she tried to excuse, apologetically.

- Good thing you've grown up ever since – Toothless replied, his mood switching from upset to merciful when Astrid officially apologized for being somewhat abusive as a child, recognizing herself as a spoiled girl back then. Well, if she knew she'd done things wrong, that deserved some merit. Wasn't that the reason why he always forgave Evelyn when she messed up? -. Just… finish your speech – Toothless invited her to continue -. So you took Hiccup for granted. And?

- And? – Astrid seemed hurt for a second that the boy pronounced that as a question - And suddenly he had _you_, and he no longer needed me to save him from bullies or save him a spot in the cafeteria. With you there he was… happy. He didn't need to impress anyone to survive high school anymore, not even me. He just needed you.

It sounded way more beautiful when somebody else said it. Toothless knew Hiccup made him happy and vice versa; but to know that what they meant for each other was so big even others could see it made it so, so real.

But it also gave a lot of extra points to Astrid, for not just anyone had been able to decipher the signals between him and Hiccup. Not only Astrid was sensitive enough to discover it, she apparently was open-minded enough to understand it and loyal enough to keep it secret. Toothless then saw her under a whole new light, and finally got what Hiccup had really meant the other day when they'd talked about her.

- You're too nice to be a Viking – he recognized.

Absolutely self-satisfied to be hearing those words, Astrid shrugged and tried not to let her ego grow too much.

- I have my flaws – she reminded -. I lived on them for many years.

- I think today you redeemed yourself – conceded Toothless with all honesty.

Definitely Astrid wasn't that bad; maybe she was at some point in her (and Hiccup's) past, but she'd changed for good with time. And she had just demonstrated so.

Tapping her fingernails again on the trolley, now in a more musical rhythm, Astrid breathed out and tried to put a proper end to her "speech".

- So… uhm, friends? – she extended her hand at Toothless. He shook it soon enough.

- Yes, why not?

- Cool.

And fixed it was. Finally they could leave the lugubrious auditorium (because it looked totally different with lights out and empty seats, scary as every school auditorium must be for urban legends to be born) and get back to the real world outside.

Toothless pushed the trolley and Astrid made way every time a horde of students walked before them.

- By the way – she called -. As a friend I must confess I saw you and Hiccup at the cinema right after Halloween last year.

- Damn it! Really? – Toothless swallowed.

- Yup. And I was so disconcerted and jealous because what was Hiccup doing there with _you_? You used to act like such a jerk!

Well, that was a low punch. Not that Toothless could deny it or anything, but it still felt like an illegal move.

- That's what I do when I want to push people away – he averted -. Just like now…

- Sorry, don't kill me – Astrid covered her mouth right away, secretly laughing behind it. It was definitely too soon to start digging in the past, so she decided to use the secret weapon that she knew perfectly would get Toothless all happy and good-humored again -. But Hiccup didn't buy it, huh?

Too busy thinking of Hiccup to realize the manipulation, Toothless sighed adoringly.

- No. He saw right through it…

Well, Astrid wasn't a fangirl, but she had to admit that it was adorable to see Toothless and Hiccup reacting such ways for each other.

- You know? If I wasn't terrified of you killing me for saying it, I'd say that you and Hiccup make a cute couple – she lowered her voice as she finished the sentence, ending in a mischievous whisper.

Toothless blushed real hard and almost let go the trolley.

- Wow, uhm, thanks… I guess… – he stuttered - But I'd appreciate it if you… didn't say it.

- Hey, I kept the secret all this time, why would I speak now?

- Thanks.

- You're welcome – she smiled -. I'm glad we talk- - -_fetched_ the audiovisual equipment.

- Still, somebody should tell Gobber to mind his own business – Toothless stated murderously.

- People have tried, but it's like talking to a wall – Astrid played along.

And they kept pushing the trolley across the school telling jokes about how huge Gobber was and how he really became a wall every time he stood at the exit door during exams.

When they joined the gang again, they left practically everyone open-mouthed that they now were, in fact, friends.

And saying practically everyone as in _almost_ everyone is correct because Hiccup only faked his astonishment.

.

- Hey there, you little plotter – came Toothless, hugging Hiccup from behind and burying his face on the freckled neck. Hiccup startled, a loving half-dragon was not exactly what he expected to find in the forest that day.

- Plotter? ? – he mumbled, turning around in hybrid arms to face the dragon boy.

- Come on. I know you set Gobber after Astrid and I – said Toothless, his lopsided grin defying Hiccup to dare and deny it.

- I might have mentioned once at dinner that I wished you two got along better – confessed Hiccup in a blush, looking down and keeping his eyes that way.

- In that case… Thanks. I know you did it for me- - -for us.

Hiccup's eyes lifted at once, rapidly looking for the bright green ones to make contact.

- You're not angry? ?

- How could I ever be angry with you? – this said Toothless pulled Hiccup in for a quick kiss.

Then he proceeded to narrate every single detail of the conversation that had, at last and miraculously, sorted out the problems between him and America "Astrid" Hofferson.

As Toothless spoke and Hiccup listened, they both ripped in tiny pieces the fish they were feeding to the Terrible Terrors that kept coming to visit them at the cove.

.

.

.

.

* * *
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Seriously, if they didn't want him to suspect they should have sent Hiccup to distract him, but no, the best they could think of was to have him buying groceries. It must have been a pretty big party if they needed even Hiccup helping to fix details. Oh, well. There was nothing Toothless could do about it. Others didn't hate parties as much as he did; though the ones Hiccup organized were rather cool, because they were more like friendly reunions with food and Pictionary than "parties" in the common sense of the word.

However, if Toothless had to be honest, it was a little late to organize a party. He was walking out of a 24 hour market, carrying milk, bread and other little things in a paper bag. The streets were completely dark and deserted, not even a car driving through.

It was strange.

Toothless looked up and not even his dragon eyes could figure out a single star; neither could he tell apart the clouds, the sky was a uniform black mass. It felt unsettling, as if there was a giant void above the city, ready to swallow it whole.

He knew for sure something was going really wrong in the second he saw the house: the lights were flickering. Not party-like flickering, more like somebody-hit-the-lamp flickering. And the silence; it was a dead, stressful silence.

Incapable of restraining himself, Toothless ran towards the house, dropping his groceries on the way. He pushed the door open, and it scared him to death to realize the lock was already broken. There were pieces of glass scattered everywhere, and the floor was tainted with the dark color of spilt wine. Deep inside Toothless hoped it was wine and not blood.

- Hiccup? Mrs. Evans? – Toothless called, but no response came.

The house was empty.

"No… No-no-no-no-no… this can't be happening" he thought, desperate. He kept calling for Hiccup, for anyone, and not even the echo of his own voice responded to him. Fear spread inside of him like a lethal illness. Toothless started a thorough search through the entire house, looking for any signs of life…

What he found were only signs of death. It _was_ blood.

Mrs. Evans lay motionless on a corner, surrounded by a million pieces of glass and a ragged curtain. There was a red-haired woman on a couch that Toothless was afraid could be Evelyn, her hands covered in her own blood.

It was hell.

- Hiccup! ! – the scream shattered his throat. It hurt pronouncing that name in that tone - Hiccup! ! !

The incontrollable itch spread on his back, his fear summoning for his dragon self. His wings unfolded from his back tearing his muscles and skin apart in the most painful transformation ever. It had never hurt like that to turn into the Night Fury.

In his hybrid form Toothless reached for the attic, following a low moan that longed for help. A blonde girl agonized on his dormitory's floor. She had blue eyes, but she'd been hit so viciously that Toothless couldn't tell if she was Astrid or Ruffnut or somebody else.

- What happened? – the dragon boy begged to know as he pulled the remains of a pillow and placed it under her head. It was the most he could do; one look and it was obvious the girl wouldn't last long.

- They… came… – she rumored - Men… in orange suits…

An ice fist clutched Toothless' heart. _Hunters_.

- Where is Hiccup?

- They… have him… – where the blonde girl's last words.

Pure rage blinded Toothless to his very core. He'd kill them before they put a finger on Hiccup. He'd kill them… Kill them all…

Suddenly he was ripping a metal door off its hinges and making his way into a safe house towards the unmistakable sound of Hiccup's heartbeat.

They had him chained in a basement room, his mouth covered, a tiny stream of blood staining the bandages.

When Hiccup saw Toothless his eyes widened, but not in relief.

- Get out – he told the dragon boy as soon as his bandages were removed from his mouth -. It's a trap!

- I'm not leaving you! – Toothless replied as he broke the chains.

- You don't understand! They- - -

The electric shock knocked them both down.

When Toothless opened his eyes in the middle of a killer headache, the first he saw were the infamous orange coats. Cruel eyes stared at him from behind dark glasses, a dozen electric weapons aiming at him.

- The last Night Fury – one of them said.

Toothless tried to launch at him, but he had no strength to move at all. He wanted to talk, tell them to let Hiccup go, but his voice was gone.

- Toothless! ! – Hiccup shouted.

The Hunters were dragging him away, towards a door that led into absolute darkness. The terrified look in his olive-green eyes was all Toothless needed to find his voice again.

- Hiccup! !

- Get him! – a Hunter commanded.

Half a dozen grabbed Toothless and pushed him down to the floor, placing their heavy boots over his head, over the hand he'd extended trying to reach for Hiccup. The crack of bones being broken filled the air. Toothless couldn't move, and when he tried to the Hunters stuck knives in his wings… and ripped them off his back.

The scream should have melted a human's heart with pain; those men had no hearts.

But what hurt the most, the wound that would kill Toothless, was the look of Hiccup being mercilessly dragged away from him, and the sound of his screams that came from somewhere lost in the dark.

And then the silence…

.

Toothless bolted upright, panting, gasping and drenched in sweat.

He looked around in confusion, and it felt like an eternity the time it took for him to recognize his bedroom.

Relieved and dubious as if he couldn't believe it all had been a dream, he rested his head against the wall, trying to find solace looking up at the Night Fury drawn in his ceiling.

When looked to his right he noticed his cell phone's light was on: he had a new message. That was the unsettling noise that pierced through his peaceful night and got all the nightmare started.

With a trembling had, Toothless picked up the phone: Evelyn.

_"I'll be there soon. Are you alright? Please stay safe._

_Don't. Go. Flying"_

She'd been sending that kind of messages almost every day for two weeks now.

The nightmares started five days ago.

Toothless threw his phone, which luckily landed on the mattress. He curled up under the sheets and tried to go back to sleep. Not that he could with all the noise and lights downstairs.

- What was that? – the other tenants complained - Again?

- Someone should give that boy medication. I got this effective sleeping pills that- - -

- It's alright – Mrs. Evans intervened, appeasing everyone around -. I got it. Go back to sleep, won't happen again.

- Seriously, this pills do wonders- - -

- I'll keep it mind. Thanks. Good night, everyone.

Muttering and groaning they all got back to their dorms, while Mrs. Evans climbed up the stairs to the attic. Toothless looked at her miserably when she walked in.

- Again? – she asked, sitting at the edge of his bed.

Toothless rubbed his face with both hands in utter shame.

- I'm sorry, I… I didn't wake up screaming this time, I thought- - -

- I think the screaming was before you woke up – clarified the landlady -. You gave us the fright of our lives!

- Sorry… – the boy muttered.

- What was the dream about? – she inquired. Toothless didn't answer; he looked down in a mixture of shame and denial, as if he'd die before speaking that aloud. Mrs. Evans pursed her lips - Does Hiccup know about these nightmares?

- He doesn't need to know – Toothless quickly added.

- Neither do my tenants, yet they all know. Don't you trust him?

Silence. Toothless didn't want to say it, but he was beginning to fear he trusted him too much for Hiccup's welfare.

- Here, let's go to the kitchen – invited Mrs. Evans -, I'll make you some tea. And perhaps later we can do some midnight cleaning; you'll sleep better if you're tired.

Toothless had never been so grateful to have Mrs. Evans by his side.

.

.

- Faster Toothless! Faster! ! – shouted Hiccup - We'll lose them!

Toothless gritted his dragon teeth. He may be the fastest dragon in Berk, but after so many sleepless nights and two hours of uninterrupted flight even he was tired enough to be outrun by a triad of Deadly Nadders. But Hiccup was so excited to pursue them… There was nothing Toothless could do but satisfy his rider and fly at the top of his strength and resistance to catch up.

Of course the Deadly Nadders didn't like the pursue as much, and Hiccup learned the hard way that the defense method of a Nadder implied sharp spines shot in your direction. Not that any of those managed to hit him, Toothless' evasive maneuvers were amazing (and they had to since they'd practiced for months!), but that was enough for him to learn the lesson.

- Ok. This is definitely the wrong way to go with a Nadder. We should land now…

Toothless didn't need to be told twice. He made his way to the closest clear and went human as soon as he touched the floor; the irrefutable sign that he didn't want to fly anymore.

- Odin, Toothless, you look so tired… worked you so hard, I'm sorry! – Hiccup said.

- No, no, it has nothing to do with you, I… I lost some sleep, that's all – replied Toothless, pulling his clothes out of Hiccup's backpack and getting dressed only to drop himself on the grass and take some rest.

- Worked till late yesterday? Saturdays are always so busy at hotel, right? – the brown-haired boy wondered.

- No, just… had a nightmare. No big deal. I don't even remember what I dreamed.

Well, that came out as an incredibly decent lie. Toothless should be thankful for that one.

- Really? – Hiccup frowned, feeling a suspicion he could not explain.

- Yeah, I'm fine – Toothless insisted.

- You sure?

Toothless pulled Hiccup's wrist to make him sit by his side and laid a kiss on his lips.

- Yeah.

.

Thank goodness the weekend passed by fast and now Toothless had school and job to keep his mind busy. May the gods bless schoolmates.

- Toothless! Hey man! – yelled the twins, running at him - We forgot calculus' homework! You gotta help us!

Ruffnut and Tuffnut drew identical puppy eyes and directed them at Toothless, but they needed Hiccup masks if they were ever dreaming for that to work. Toothless frowned at them, unimpressed the most.

- And you think _I_ will give you my notebook? – he said in mocking tone.

The twins took a minute to analyze the reply.

- He's right – Ruffnut shrugged -, we're waistin' time. Let's find Hiccup! – she exclaimed teasingly as she and her twin ran off.

- Hey, you leave Hiccup alone! – shouted Toothless.

- Fishlegs! – Tuffnut rapidly corrected, yelling at the top of his lungs, Snaketongue style - Anyone seen Fishlegs?

- Or the mathlete! Bet Aura can help us!

And the twins kept running in panic looking for someone who saved them from the sickening combination of letters, numbers and signs.

Toothless wished he could share their fates and have homework as his biggest worry as well. Where the hell was Hiccup? He never made it late for school, not even on mondays. Putting that alongside the nightmares, Toothless was an inch far from going paranoid.

- Hey there! – came the most beautiful voice ever. Hiccup and Fishlegs came down the hallway straight at the black-haired boy.

- Thank Odin – muttered Toothless, and advanced to hold Hiccup and swiftly but tightly hug him.

Surprised but enjoying it the most, Hiccup hugged him back, forcing Toothless to not let go for at least an entire minute.

- What was that for? Everything alright? – Hiccup worried right after letting go.

- Uh… Missed you? – Toothless excused innocently. Then his eyes showed a bit of anger - Why did you arrive so late?

- That was my fault – called Fishlegs, raising his hand -. I've been waiting for this videogame forever and if you pre-order today you get this awesome special kit with a 3D poster that is like the best thing ever! My hand's definition looks crappy next to it! And the videogame's graphics are even superior!

Fishlegs was so excited that is was impossible not to feel the same.

- Cool! – said Toothless -. What videogame are we talking about?

- The new Final Fantasy – Hiccup announced, hooking his arm around Toothless' and resting his head on his shoulder.

Good thing Toothless was busy drooling over videogames and the hallway was empty, that way he wouldn't go harsh and push Hiccup away in order to maintain the secrecy of their relationship.

- The one with the…?

- Yeah.

- And the…?

- Yeah – Hiccup nodded one more time. Toothless' eyes lit with a strange shine.

- When you say we can play it? – he said with the geekiest attitude ever.

- Not soon enough I'm afraid – Fishlegs whimpered.

- Damn! – the couple cried in unison.

.

They spent the rest of the day talking about their favorite videogames. Toothless was, unbelievably, a frustrated gamer (you don't have much time to play when you're running for your life) and had a total geek crush on the "Assassin's Creed" franchise.

BHS's gossip girls, on the other hand, spent the rest of their day glancing over their shoulders in classes, and whispering into their ears how weird Hiccup Haddock and Toothless Night behaved to each other when it was just the two of them.

A girl from the freshman semester nicknamed Bayonetta had stumbled upon the scene in the hallway by mere whim of fate, and although she did not run around yelling for the world to hear (as Snaketongue and other students would have), she failed to be discrete enough when peeking in giggles at Hiccup and Toothless around school; and some people noticed the way she acted, and felt curious as to know why, so they started looking at the boys too, and suddenly everyone remembered how their "friendship" had already been a conversation topic, back in the days when Toothless literally went like a hero to the rescue of bullied Hiccup and earned his Night Fury counter-nickname.

This time, unfortunately, the rumor was not going to wear off anytime soon, because everyone (and that means _everyone_) was talking about them.

Toothless couldn't play deaf; especially when even the library's silence was pierced by this rumor.

He and Hiccup had some homework to polish and went to the library for a free period. One second they were discussing World War II and Hitler's origins and the next second, out of the blue, Toothless completely disconnected from the world, his eyes focused on some random spot beside him and a frown settled on his face.

- You alright? – Hiccup wondered. He called his name again, gently placing his hand on the taller boy's shoulder to catch his attention.

- What? Oh, sorry, what were you saying? – Toothless returned to the present time.

- Is everything alright?

- Well… I'm not sure. I keep hearing this rumor. It's been on the whole day…

- What rumor? – Hiccup wasn't surprised at all that his half dragon boyfriend could perfectly hear even a whisper on the other side of the wall.

- That you and I spend too much time together, that we're too close… And some girl is calling me "good catch", why "good catch"?

- Might that be 'cause you're smart, handsome and pretty much every girl's dream? – Hiccup said in adulating voice. He failed to bring a smile to Toothless' face, however. The dragon boy pursed his lips in a clear "I'm not amused" gesture.

- I don't like it. Is like… they're suspicious… about _us_.

Strange enough, Hiccup was incapable of sharing Toothless' distress about that. He kind of liked the idea of letting the world know. Many things were changing in BHS, why not change that too? What he and Toothless felt for each other was beautiful, there was nothing to be embarrassed of, even if it was… unconventional. At last Hiccup comprehended.

- So what? ? You know what I think? Let them know! I'm tired of holding your hand under the table.

- _What?!_ – Toothless panicked, earning a "shush" from the librarian - Of course not! – he angrily muttered.

- Why not? When we first dated you didn't seem to care that we were in public, you started hiding because _I_ asked you to. And you were a little bit indiscrete – recalled the Haddock boy with a bright smile. But he was the only one smiling there.

- I changed my mind long ago.

- Change it back! – Hiccup murmured, cutely - Maybe we should- - -

- No, Hiccup – interrupted Toothless, deadly serious -. That'd be wrong. Now, more than ever, _"us"_ must be a secret.

Hiccup closed his mouth in a thin line and swallowed, confused the most. They most definitely needed to talk about that. "But not now".

- Toothless, your phone – Hiccup looked down sadly.

Toothless then spotted the light on his pocket, the only signal that he had an incoming call when he changed the settings to "silent mode" for school. He ran out of words; he wanted to say Hiccup that the call could wait, that it was more important for them to solve their current problem…

He couldn't. The phone-call was from Evelyn. Could she be any more ill-timed?

- It's ok – said Hiccup, as calm as he could.

He gave Toothless a kiss-goodbye on the cheek and slyly pushed him off the chair to leave the library.

.

.

Two days later nothing had changed much. The gossips were still on, Hiccup and Toothless were still tense… and Fishlegs was still yearning for his beloved videogame.

- Shh, shh. Don't worry, it's ok: the waiting will be worth for – solaced Aura during lunch time; soothingly patting Fishlegs' back -. I'm sure Lightning will save Serah and be as bad-ass epic as always. And then she and Hope will ride into the sunset…

Fishlegs blinked, rather shocked.

- HopeLight? Really?

- There are many things about me that remain a mystery to you, Fishlegs – smiled Aura, mischievously as only girls can.

- Wow… – gods, Fishlegs seriously adored this girl, and the way she smiled, and everything about her.

- Watch it lovebirds! – interrupted Snotlout - Don't want any honey on my burger.

- Could you be more anti-romantic? – complained Astrid. She was the only one to listen, fortunately, Fishlegs and Aura were in their own world, the twins had a "let's see who drinks more soda!" contest, and Toothless wasn't even there.

- Well, when it comes to you and I, baby, I'm all love and romance – said Snotlout in a husky attempt of a seductive voice.

- Yeah, right – Astrid rolled her eyes -. By the way, love boy, gimme your dessert.

- But it's crème caramel! – moaned Snotlout, embracing his plate protectively.

- Pretty please? – Astrid fluttered her eyelashes and drew a cute pout with her lips.

Snotlout could not resist that gesture, even if it was the most out of character on Earth; Astrid knew it. He sniffed, pained to let his dessert go, but he put the plate on the blonde girl's hands anyways.

- Wish our relationship wasn't this complicated – he mumbled, a manly tear dripping from his eye. Man and food are the hardest break-up ever.

- I feel you, cousin – sighed Hiccup, stabbing his bread with a plastic fork.

- Said anything Hiccup?

- Not really – he sighed again.

Of course, he could fool Snotlout, but Astrid? Never.

She moved closer to the Haddock boy and offered him a taste of crème caramel to break the ice around that delicate topic.

- By the way, Hiccup, talking about "not saying" – Astrid whispered to him -. You're being a little careless lately. I saw you hugging Toothless' before entering chemistry lab, and you should really stop saying "hi" with a kiss on the cheek every morning. You gotta be more discrete.

- Oh, really? Haven't even noticed I did those things… – Hiccup moved from stabbing the bread to boringly stab the dessert. Astrid's eyes widened basket ball size.

- You're doing it on purpose! !

- No, I'm not – Hiccup… hiccupped (a really high-pitched hiccup).

- Yes, you are! You wanna get caught! – Astrid realized, speaking as low as she could for such a discovery - Hiccup! You know Toothless doesn't wanna come out.

- And when did he tell you that?

- Like, all the time? – she narrowed her eyes unevenly in a disconcerted look - He's told all of us. Hiccup, you can't do that.

- Why? – he defied, slightly raising his voice - Is it wrong? Not want to hide anymore?

- No, no. It's lovely – damn! Astrid had just gotten caught amidst the wall and the sword -. But I don't think he's ready.

- He was when we started dating, and now he's not. Does that make any sense?

Awkward silence time! Astrid bit her lower lip.

- Ok, who knows what comes across Toothless Night Fury's mind?

- I do – guaranteed Hiccup, his face utterly serious.

- Okaaayyyy, point for you – yeah, Astrid had to admit that by choosing Toothless' side in this fight, she'd picked the losing side -. Then tell him that you wanna go public. But _tell him_ before doing anything.

The boy nodded repeatedly.

- I'm working on it. Be right back.

Hiccup stood up and left the cafeteria to go find Toothless in the hallways. He'd forgotten his cellular on his locker and lately he went really stressed if he didn't carry the bloody device with him. That was actually perfect for Hiccup since he'd hidden something in Toothless' locker: just a little nothing of homemade brownies and a note. After all it was already february, they were only days from Valentine's; perfect excuse, huh?

And there he was, at the end of the hallway, closing the door of his locker while holding a piece of blue paper in his hand, the subtlest yet warmest blush tainting his face. Apparently he'd liked what the letter said.

Hiccup called his name with a smile.

Grinning like an idiot Toothless headed towards him, mentally reminding himself not to run. Not that he were doing an extraordinary job; after all the only coherent thoughts filling his head were how attractive Hiccup looked in those brown pants and green sweater and how cute the green and purple scarf looked around his freckled neck.

Toothless was way too busy looking at Hiccup in adoration to notice the girl in the red dress amidst the hallway, or her tiny yet determined foot wickedly sliding forward. He came to a conclusion only when his balance shattered.

Toothless tripped one, two steps before finding himself ungracefully landing in Hiccup's arms, his completely reddened face resting against that thin, soft chest.

Many thoughts shot across his mind in that second. First, he couldn't understand how his amazing dragon senses had been fooled by that girl. Second, he had to digest Hiccup's wtf-look because he was just as shocked, not understanding how his half-dragon boyfriend had been fooled by that girl.

But the true depth of the situation reached their brains only when the girl giggled in a very curious way, witnessing the proximity of the two boys and how they seemed to be quite comfortable in each other's arms.

There was just something in her smile, something in the way she stared at them… She knew. Toothless and Hiccup had been very careful not to publicly show their affections, still she knew they were together, she knew they were a couple. Maybe they weren't _that_ careful.

- Nice catch, Haddock – she said, confirming the double meaning in her words with her endless giggle.

Both Hiccup and Toothless blushed furiously as they separated in a heartbeat.

Bayonetta from the first semester ran straight to the cafeteria, still giggling (and squealing every now and then).

Toothless' face turned white, his soul falling to his feet. What was she going to do?

He didn't know the girl in the red dress wasn't the one he should be worried about.

- Ok, that does it. That's enough – groaned Hiccup.

He closed his hand firmly around Toothless' wrist and dragged him along into the cafeteria, following the girl in the red dress.

They walked into the cafeteria and suddenly they were standing right in the middle of it, in the very spot where everybody could see them, and since it was burger's day the place was crowded: there were tons of "everybodies".

The Haddock boy yelled for attention, and in half a second _everybody_ stared at them.

Hiccup was hiccoughing like crazy for the first time in… well, in a very long time.

Then he pulled Toothless by his jacket's hood and kissed him for the world to see.

Every single jaw dropped. Toothless kept his eyes opened in pure shock until Hiccup let him go. A raging storm of gossip exploded: "OMG! Did you see that? – I'd no idea Mr. Smart was into guys! – Knew he was a freak, didn't know how much – Eeewwww!"

Every single word Toothless could tell apart with his dragon hearing. They were eating Hiccup alive! He'd just stood there, frozen in shock, and now they thought that he wasn't interested and that the only freak standing there was "disgusting stalker" Hiccup. Seriously, if Toothless found out who'd say that, he'd burned them.

Meanwhile, as everybody tried to speak their minds at the speed of gossip (twice as fast as the regular speed of sound), Hiccup just stood there looking at his boyfriend, petrified, waiting for him to react, to do something… anything.

Suddenly Toothless fixed his bright green eyes on him and placed both hands on the back of Hiccup's neck and pulled him into a kiss deeper than the first one. This time they both closed their eyes.

The cafeteria went cemetery-silent once again.

When the boys separated, however, Toothless was set on "Night Fury" mode.

- Yes! We _are_ together! ! Now mind your own business you people! ! – he screamed in threatening, murderous tone.

He clutched Hiccup's forearm with a nearly-dragonized hand and hauled him out that bloody place.

If not for the pain in his arm, Hiccup would be grinning absentmindedly that Toothless had kissed him in front of everyone.

But Toothless couldn't be any farther from grinning. Once he took Hiccup out of school and got lost in the parking lot, he let go and furiously kicked the closest car, pinching the wheel for the strong hit.

That's when Hiccup began fearing he'd done something wrong.

- Remember that conversation we never had about secrecy? – gritted Toothless.

- Well, excuse me for not being afraid anymore to show my feelings for you! – Hiccup tried to defend himself - Toothless, we couldn't hide forever, it's not right, and I intend this to be long-term… Ever heard that secrets break people apart?

- Damn it! ! – Toothless bellowed, printing his fist on a metal door.

Hiccup retreated cautiously out of reach, fearing his boyfriend would lose control and… well, hit him… or burn him.

- Hiccup, everything about me _must_ be a secret. You know that. You've known it since the first day – Toothless kept growling.

- Have I? – Hiccup, the opposite of the dragon boy, murmured - _You_ and _your_ _past_ are one thing, a secret thing, ok. But _"us"_ is a completely different one!

- No, it's not! ! – Toothless shook his hand in negative mimic and accidentally scratched a window.

- It was! – Hiccup reminded - When was it exactly that you changed your mind? ?

- After Green Death hurt you! – Toothless blurted out, his rage turning into an infinite, painful sadness. His voice gradually weakening - …You've just ruined my efforts to keep you safe.

- Safe?

Closing his eyes in frustration and hate towards himself, Toothless fell to his knees, his pose imitating that in which Hiccup had found him in the forest after the loss of his tailfin.

- I know you'd been tired of hiding since christmas – he muttered -. Do you think I didn't want to come out because I was ashamed of what I feel? I'm not. But you should've understood that secrecy is the best for you. I can't let people know how much you mean to me… And it's not due to shame. Imagine if Green Death had known – Toothless made a brief pause, and shivered cold -. What he would have done is _nothing_ compared to what others would do to you. They'll use you, Hiccup, they'll try to hurt me through you. That's why I didn't want _anyone_ to know…

- You mean the Hunters? – Hiccup mouthed.

He felt terribly guilty now. He understood and he knew he'd been stupid for not seeing it before, for not considering the whole context before even thinking of following his radical impulses. He wasn't like that. He just wanted so badly to be with Toothless without any fears…

His whole body trembling, Hiccup approached Toothless and kneeled next to him.

- Evelyn was right – he heard Toothless say -, I'm just putting you in risk by- - -

- Stop! – Hiccup hugged him - Don't say that, you're not… I'm gonna be fine. This was my choice, remember? I chose you.

- I don't want you to get hurt…

- You're the only one who can hurt me – promised Hiccup, witnessing as Toothless' eyes turned glassy and a crystalline tear slid down his blackening cheeks.

- I'd never do that! – the dragon boy sobbed - I'll never…

- I know. See? I'm going to be fine.

That's when Toothless' emotional breakdown took over him and he started crying, gritting his teeth hard in a pointless attempt to restrain his devastating emotions and fears.

- All those nightmares… were about you… They're always about you…

- Oh, Toothless – Hiccup held him tighter, pressing their bodies close together, enough to feel each other's heartbeat. His eyes were now glassy too -. It's gonna be ok…

- It's not…

- Yes, it is. We're gonna be fine, 'cause we're gonna be together, ok? Together… Like this… Always…

Toothless let himself be embraced, hoping Hiccup's touch and scent would be enough to heal his broken soul… again.

As they always did.

.

.

.
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* * *

><p><strong><em>Another note:<em>** Don't you just wanna go and hug them, hug them, hug them? ? ?

Had I already mentioned that I loooooove drama (DRAMA!)? Well, now you know I do. It must be my Slytherin side that makes me enjoy watching my characters suffer so much (-not that they're really mine or anything... *sniff*-).

I bet you didn't see Hiccup doing that! But guess what? HE DID IT! :D

And Final Fantasy and Assassin's Creed? I love them, love them, love them. Just HAD to reference them.

Oh, right! And you can find a drawing titled "Nice catch, Haddock" in my DeviantArt, link on my profile. ;-)

.

As it is my tradition, Thanks and hugs for:

Hotaru-chan, Mantinas, AliceCullen3, YoshisSupport, Darkflower123,

violet flame, Elder The 1st, animelover56348, Rasengalia,

connerpopcorn, Argon, LetoSai, AlexJohnD, Ancientathens, Mousettezz.

.

P.S.: Am I the only one having troubles with her ffnet account? ?

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this chapter..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a __**review**__. ^^_


	22. Gossip

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.

.

**_Disclaimer:_** Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

**_Note:_** I'm back! I'm baaaack! ! Believe me I missed this much more than you did. Sorry that I had to vanish for so long, it's a long story that I'll explain in my final note because I don't want to make you wait any more.

Warning: Snaketongue speaks, the word b*tch is shamelessly used, but just once. Sorry if this is the shortest chapter of all and the one with the less original title... but hey, I'M BACK!

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 22: Gossip.**

**.**

**.**

As soon as Snaketongue's voice boomed with her famous "No fuckin' freakin' way", the cafeteria perfectly fit into the definition of "cataclysm".

- And that's how you unleash hell in Berk's High School… – declared Astrid -. I can't believe Hiccup did it.

- About time, honestly – opinioned Fishlegs -. They've been together for, what? Five months?

- I can finally harvest all my bets! – exclaimed Ruffnut, triumphant - Woo-hoo! ! I'm rich baby! _Rich! !_

- Wait! – interfered Tuffnut, puzzled, pointing at his friends alternatively - Why you ain't surprised?

Everybody silenced for a short moment, thinking of the simplest explanations they could give for clueless Tuffnut. The male twin continued staring fixedly at his friends, arching his eyebrows in a demanding gesture.

- I'm their best friend – said Fishlegs -. Of course I knew.

- I'm his cousin – replied Snotlout, shrugging dismissively.

Astrid and Ruffnut exchanged entertained looks.

- We knew – they said in unison.

- I knew – added Aura.

- Everybody knew? I'm hurt – Tuffnut played the drama queen - Ok… I'm sayin' I knew because I feel really left behind – he pouted, crossing his arms.

- Awwww! Poor belchin' worm! – Ruffnut smiled -. Always so slow! Com'ere!

- You insultin' me or comfortin' me?

- Both – Ruffnut hugged her twin as he pretended to be disgusted by her affection -. Which, by the way… Remember that christmas bet? When I told you Toothless so was in a relationship and you said "no way" and then we bet like a hundred bucks?

- What? – Tuffnut squealed in a so not-masculine voice.

- So you _do_ remember – smirked the female twin.

- I don't…

- Yes you do!

- Don't! – Tuffnut shrieked - I'm slow, remember?

Nobody could help it, the gang laughed, and when Ruffnut hugged the twin that was going to make her rich even tighter, they all laughed harder.

- Look: love is in the air – mocked Astrid.

- Just in time for Valentine's. Isn't that cute? – spoke Aura, chuckling.

- Sort of – the blonde girl joked along.

But Snotlout, who nobody noticed wasn't laughing along, abruptly smashed his fist against the table, cutting everybody's fun.

There was a real troubled, angry look in his face.

- Can we focus on the real matter? You don't see what's gonna happen? The Vikings are killin' my cousin! Dagur's a total homophobe!

The others went silent for a second, feeling somewhat guilty that none of them had bothered thinking about that.

- Relax, Snot. Wouldn't worry if I were you – said Tuffnut -. I was there when Toothless knocked Green Death out.

- Yeah, as if Dagur will be able to come close to Hiccup. Toothless sent Green Death to the hospital protecting him – reminded Astrid.

- He'd send Dagur to the grave – totally agreed Ruffnut.

Everybody nodded and mumbled affirmative half-sentences trying to sound as reassuring as they could. But Snotlout wasn't convinced yet.

- And Toothless can beat the whole football team on his own? Don't think so.

- But _you_ are the quarterback. You can handle the team, right? – pointed Astrid, convincing and flattering the most. Discretely caressing Snotlout's forearm.

Well, that was exactly what Snotlout needed. He blushed bright red to the ears.

- Well, guess I can – he mumbled.

- See? You got nothing to worry about, big guy.

- Just the gossip – inquired Aura, uncomfortable. She really disliked gossipers.

- Yeah, but no one's ever died 'cause of gossip – said Ruffnut.

- Well… – Aura squeaked, obviously remembering a very bad moment from a very good book.

The twins had learned to recognize that high-pitched voice all too well.

- Stop! No more spoilers! You didn't spoil me this Hiccup-Toothless issue, don't dare spoiling whatever it is you're plannin' to say – begged Tuffnut, bringing everyone back into the laughing mood.

.

The tricky part is that when Aura mentioned gossipers she did so with total absolute knowledge of what she was talking about. Words could be way more lethal than actions, even worse than the violent ones. Who would know better than her and Fishlegs, the outcast nerds of the school? They've been victims of words their entire life.

- Eew, I really hope somebody gets those twisted freaks in place. I mean, they're like… Eew, just eew… – said a random girl in a nearby table, being immediately seconded by both her male and female peers who started a very insulting conversation that revolved around Hiccup and Toothless.

Fishlegs was the one to overhear them first, feeling offended the most that those students were talking about his best friends. He wished he had the guts to stand up to them and tell them to shut up. Well, for his friends, he might give it a try.

- What is it Fishlegs? – Ruffnut wondered, noticing the angry look he dedicated to the neighbor table. She paid as much attention as she could and when she got what the others were talking about, she nodded to Fishlegs - I got it.

Just when their table neighbors were beginning to raise their voices, their lunch literally exploded over their table, covering them in juice, pudding and cold coffee.

- Keep talkin', bitches, and your faces are gonna look just like that puddin' – growled Ruffnut, menacingly bouncing a second tennis ball on her racquet -. So, any of you wants to risk sayin' more nasty stuff 'bout my friends?

- Anybody? – teased Tuffnut along, pulling his racquet out of his backpack as well. The twins looked incredibly threatening; everybody in BHS knew that when they were on the same side, like in the tennis-court, you better run.

Everybody in that table looked down in a rather hypocrite shame and shut their mouths tightly.

- Good – said the twins in unison, and dedicated a fulminating look to everyone else around before joining their gang again.

Astrid patted their backs encouragingly; Fishlegs smiled at them gratefully for standing in defense of their friends. "Thanks for doing what we were all thinking" whispered Aura to them.

- Let's get out of here – suggested Astrid, and her friends gladly listened to her.

Just as they were leaving, however, they managed to catch a glimpse of Snaketongue's conversation. She was like, crying her heart out to her friends, she looked really upset.

- You gotta be fuckin' jokin', like, fuckin' seriously… Toothless was so mothafuckin' gorgeous, and now he fuckin' swings for the other fuckin' team? Fuck it! I mean, why the fuck every time I fuckin' think that a fucker is smokin' hot, THIS fuckery happens? I give the fuck up, I fuckin' swear. With my fucked up luck, I'm dyin' fucking 'lone…

The only reason why nobody took it against the vulgar girl was because she never mentioned Hiccup, neither really gave hints of being disgusted by his and Toothless'… taste. She was just seriously angry that all possibilities of her being noticed by Toothless were completely gone. Who would have thought Snaketongue had a serious crush on him?

- I almost feel bad for her – confessed Ruffnut.

Then the gang left the cafeteria in the same chaos Hiccup and Toothless had left it.

.

But the whole issue didn't finish once back in classes, or even after those were over.

Astrid found herself in a very uncomfortable position at her usual practice because everybody kept talking about Hiccup and Toothless, not necessarily in the nicest of ways.

Fortunately, she used a very subtle tactic to shut the offensive comments. She just had her teammates working harder than usual the entire practice, because if they focused on the ball they wouldn't have the time to gather around the bench and talk. She even challenged those who refused to give more importance to the basketball than to their conversations: "Are you in the _game_ or in the _gossip_? Think your answer carefully, your Viking title depends on it".

Nobody dared to choose "gossip" when it was obvious Astrid was determined to get whoever gave that response out of the team.

She had an easy day compared to the other Vikings, though. Snotlout had a very hard time keeping the football team under control, and there was a war of power between him and Dagur that he ultimately won thanks to the coach who gave preference to his quarterback position. But Dagur made it clear that he would not drop the matter even though he was now practically forbid to even think about it when training.

The twins, on their part, basically stuck every ball in the other tennis players' mouths. Even Aura and Fishlegs had their respective clubs turned into an intense debate about tolerance, human rights and freedom.

Well, at least the girls from the freshman semester enjoyed themselves intensely while the gang bravely fought prejudice. Creepy enough, by the end of the day something very similar to a fanclub had already been born: Bayonetta and many of her friends were randomly inviting every person in the school to come out if they were closeted and follow the courageous example that had been witnessed earlier at the cafeteria.

BHS had never experienced in its long history such a chaotic, eventful day.

.

.

Toothless and Hiccup were dozing with their backs resting on the mistreated car, still holding each other closely. This time it was Toothless the one who rested his head on Hiccup's shoulder, pressing his forehead against the freckled neck, the scarf warming his cold cheeks and nose.

Hiccup brushed Toothless' silky black hair with his fingers restlessly. Unexpectedly he chuckled and called his boyfriend in a whisper.

- Eyes open wide, blinded by the sun now… – he began to sing, and he felt Toothless smile against his skin -. Orange and white, dark red, green and yellow; rainbow colors! Do not hide, see the view! Step aside, go through!

Toothless placed his left hand on Hiccup's knee, caressing his leg and drawing circles with his fingers. Hiccup kept singing, a noticeable smile slipping in his voice.

- Against the light, too strong, blow a fuse now; everything bright, new songs, burning shoes; the look in your eyes! Break our bones into half, scream and shout and do laugh! Let yourself… go… Let yourself… go…

- Stay close to me… – Toothless sang along -, count one, two and three…

- Up in through your sleeves. Bursting through the seams… Open your eyes and see…

- You'll see…

They hadn't even noticed they were closing in while singing. Now their breaths fused in a warm, loving kiss, and for one glorious minute all the pain, worries and fears vanished; gone to a place where they couldn't hurt anymore.

- Hiccup… I can't picture my life without you…

- Me neither…

They looked at each other in downright adoration, their pupils dilated and their lips pulsing.

- What ya doin' 'ere?

Wide opened eyes looked up to meet Gobber's inquiring gaze.

- Weweren't… ehm… Imeanwewere…

- Missin' class! ! I'll've t'take this t'Principal Cowell. Up ya both. Come with me.

Standing with dumb, mechanic movements due to deep embarrassment (and helping each other up, as it is to be expected) they followed Goober back to the school, not bothering to take their eyes off each other's shoes.

And holding pinkies, because Toothless still wasn't ready to let go but it was extremely awkward to do anything before a professor.

- What are my chances that he didn't see the car? – whispered Toothless.

- He definitely did – replied Hiccup in the same low voice -. But I think it belongs to a student he doesn't like. He won't give you away.

- And you think he saw…?

- No idea… – Hiccup blushed hard.

Still looking doing in humiliation, they were headed to Principal Cowell's office and conveniently put to detention instead of being sent back to class with the rest of the world.

It seemed as if the professors were fully aware that the boys needed some time alone. Lucky them.

And lucky Gobber that just won a big bet to the principal.

.

They spent the rest of their day alone in the detention room, erasing the answers from all the math books, because Mrs. Cowell as principal was implementing a serious recycling culture.

- You know? Things make much more sense now – Hiccup said, low-voiced -. You were acting somewhat weird lately. You were... grumpy and overprotective.

- Pardon my lack of sleep and its resulting paranoia – apologized Toothless, scrubbing the eraser against the innocent page that had been victim of pencil graffiti.

- I'm not saying it's bad… – Hiccup buried his nose in a book to hide his increasing and involuntary blush - you being all pouty and... territorial about me... But that's not the point! We were talking about your nightmares.

- No, you were – specified Toothless, dropping his almost finished book to emphasize his words -. I'd rather drop the subject.

Hiccup watched the book bounce on the bench and fall to the floor with a simple thud. He moved from where he was sitting and took place next to Toothless.

Gobber had already caught them almost kissing; sitting next to each other like that certainly wouldn't surprise him at all.

- I don't think that's a good idea, Tooth – opinioned Hiccup.

Toothless looked away, sighing in defeat.

- Worst part is: me neither.

- When did they start?

- Like a week ago. Evelyn's been sending me tons of messages – Toothless' face went somber, and he bit his lower lip -. Warning messages, like something really wrong is happening and keeps her in London for my own good. She was supposed to move to Berk last week.

- What messages? – insisted Hiccup.

Knowing he couldn't (and shouldn't) hide the truth from his boyfriend anymore, Toothless pulled out his phone and handed it over.

Though doubtful at the beginning the brown-haired boy took it, immediately searching the inbox. He didn't have the time to think how cute it was that Toothless had a (conveniently nameless) folder just for him, he had to check the most recent messages and what he found got him really troubled.

"_Stay home – Don't you dare dragonize – Keep low profile – Eyes open at all times – Be safe – Remember you can escape, my nephew can't – Don't go flying"_.

It was a real storm of panicked phrases at every random hour of the day.

No wonder why Toothless was terrified to close his eyes.

- And has she told you what's going on that even _she_ is scared? – Toothless shook his head negatively. Hiccup sighed - That explains a lot more. Anyways, you don't have to worry. Whatever that is, it's happening in London, far, far away from Berk. And even if something does happen here, we can pull it off. You and I, as a team. Ok?

- I don't know…

Hiccup pursed his lips, upset that Toothless doubted so much. This dragon boy needed a wake-up call, and he needed it now.

- Toothless, do you trust me? – Hiccup questioned, deadly serious.

Although unable to hide his confusion, Toothless immediately responded:

- Yes!

- Do you believe in me? – Hiccup kept going, as if he didn't think Toothless was being completely honest.

- Of course!

- So… if I say you and I are gonna be fine as long as we're together…? – Hiccup encouraged him to complete the sentence.

Finally Toothless understood the point Hiccup was trying to make. He closed his eyes, the message finally sinking in.

- We will – he said.

- Exactly. Now come here – and Hiccup pulled him into a solacing, friendly hug.

It could've been a lovely moment, except that the Haddock boy suddenly realized something that should have started his inner alarm much sooner.

- Hang on! She told you not to go flying and not to dragonize. You did both things for me – he reproached, punching lightly Toothless' shoulder -, and you shouldn't have!

- I didn't want you to suspect and get worried – the black-haired boy defended -. I was- - -

- Trying to protect me – Hiccup drew an exasperated look -. Odin, Toothless! When will you realize that I can protect you too? That's why I'm training with my dad! And even if I wasn't, had I not saved you before? Twice? – the boy held up his hand in front of Toothless' face so he couldn't look away from the two fingers he showed in pride - How long are we going to pretend you're the strong warrior and I'm the fragile princess?

- Princess? – Toothless restrained a snort.

Hiccup almost chuckles as well when he realized just how silly his analogy had been.

- It's a metaphor. Focus! – he insisted -. You don't have to fight all this alone. It's too much for you. But if you share things with me, everything will be easier. Right? – he waited until Toothless confirmed a yes with his big puppy-like green eyes - As long as we're together…?

- We can pull it through.

.

.

Fortunately their punishment lasted until classes were over and everybody had left (because that day Mrs. Cowell got really strict with the whole not-staying-late-in-campus rule) and they didn't have to put off with the gossiping chaos that had occurred earlier in the cafeteria.

Seriously, may the gods bless that woman and her meddling but comprehensive instinct.

This time they crossed a nearly empty parking lot, and judging by the amount of soda cans and candy wraps littering the floor, there had been some sort of gathering outside the school that they thankfully hadn't been there to witness.

- What do you think they were talking about? – Hiccup pretended not to know, seizing Toothless' hand in his own and drawing a joking smile.

- Very funny, Hiccup. Hilarious – Toothless groaned. Then realized how Hiccup was holding his hand and his anger vanished gradually - So… I guess we're out now?

- I don't know about you but I feel… weightless. Like all my burdens disappeared.

Toothless wished with all his heart he could feel the same way Hiccup was feeling, but he was just too stressed and worried still. He could not understand how it was that Hiccup behaved so calmed. Toothless couldn't keep his mind off all the troubles their open relationship might cause. To begin with, he so hated being the centre of attention, and he knew that between his bitter façade and his random public humanity he wasn't doing a good job staying off people's radars, but now? Now he wouldn't be able to breathe or sneeze without someone spying on him and what he might be up to. He was gaining quite a reputation: first Toothless, then Night Fury, then… queer? And what about Hiccup? He'd never had it easy-going at school because of his nerd/geek labels, and now that he was finally getting over all that he was going to be labeled under a new category that people was even less fond of than his original outcast names.

Everything was getting just so messy and complicated, and Toothless was furious at the fact that people had the capacity to turn something as beautiful as his and Hiccup's relationship into a troublesome headache.

- So… everybody's gonna know now? – he mumbled, taking his free hand deep into his pocket to hide a clenching fist. Why there had to be an "everybody" in what used to be a "just _us_".

- Yeah – ignorant of the dragon boy's inner war, Hiccup couldn't believe how relieved, self-satisfied and happy he felt saying that.

Honestly, neither could Toothless.

There was a minute of peaceful silence, in which they walked holding hands and simply enjoying being next to one another. Or at least Hiccup did so, for his boyfriend's mind kept working at full speed. Until the dragon-boy realized a terribly important detail his thoughts should have stumbled upon much sooner.

Biting his lower lip, Toothless found himself in the urgent need of breaking Hiccup's peace with some nervous coughing. It wasn't fair to spoil Hiccup's happiness, but it was quite disturbing that he didn't seem to have considered that _particular_ detail at all. Well, it made some sense when you connected the dots and realized that Hiccup's current bliss could only exist built around happy, happy ignorance.

"You're gonna have to forgive me for bursting your bubble, Hiccup – Toothless thought, anxiety more noticeably on his face as seconds passed by -. But _this_ is _important_".

- Does that mean your dad will know too?

- … _Wait, what?_

And abruptly all the heavy burdens in the world grabbed weightless Hiccup by his ankles and pulled him down so hard that he ended up half-buried in the soil. And Stoick would bury him the other half, so deep that not even Hel herself could find him.

- I… feel… _sick_…

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><strong><em>Another note:<em>** Ok, first of all, I got the "Sticks & Stones" lyrics out of the web, any corrections and or advices please let me know, ok?
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><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 23: Denial.**

**.**

**.**

Needless to mention Hiccup had basically fainted in Toothless' arms at the mere thought of his father _knowing_. He was so used to considering academic and personal life as entirely different worlds that when he decided he didn't care if his classmates knew about him and Toothless, Stoick hadn't crossed his mind. Not even once.

But now it had, for his eternal damnation, the thought wouldn't leave his head.

- My father CAN'T know about this! He's gonna kill us! ! He's gonna kill me! ! OdinwhymusteverythinghappentouswhatamIgonnadoohgods…

- Hiccup, calm down- - -

- Don't ask me to calm down! ! It's _my dad_ we're talking about!

Well, against that logic Toothless had no arguments.

Although it puzzled him still how Hiccup could be so fine with the entire population of BHS knowing and couldn't, on the other hand, digest the mere idea of having his father sharing in the secret.

The dragon boy couldn't agree more: why must everything happen to them?

.

.

As if things weren't already complicated enough, the worst for Hiccup and Toothless came, naturally, once the rumor spread out of the limits of Berk's High School, and every student shared the juicy gossip with neighbors, cousins, workmates, random people walking by… and friends from the gym. A boy who attended an early class in Stoick's gym couldn't help but tell a friend in the dressing rooms, and that friend couldn't help but tell another friend, and so on. Bad news is the last of these "friends" couldn't help but spit out the truth when the pro fighters cornered him in the ring, and now they had one more reason, a huge reason, to hate the coach's pathetic son and the unbearable new favorite.

They were all eager to see them both cross the main door. Those losers wouldn't even know what hit them. That would be an epic way to have the coach finding out just how ashamed he should be of the talking fishbone he'd recently been insisting so much in calling "son".

.

Toothless didn't need to step into the gym to find out the cruel plans of the pros. May the gods bless his draconian sense of hearing. He really wanted to go and beat the brains out of those gossipers, but he couldn't because: 1) he'd have to hit half the town, and 2) if he did so he'd only give himself away before Stoick sooner and in a worse way…

Odin, he and Hiccup were doomed!

Maybe it was better to just give up. He should walk in there, go up to Stoick and tell him all clear and loud: "I'm in love with your son and I'm not leaving him, so if you supported us that'd be great, but if you don't…" That's where his resolution stopped. If you don't… what? What was he going to do? What was he thinking he'd do?

No, Hiccup was right: they had to do everything they could to remain a secret from Stoick. But seriously, he was finding out sooner or later, now more than ever, wouldn't it just be simpler if he learned it from them instead of from some random Berk citizen on the streets?

Lost in these thoughts Toothless didn't notice someone had come out of the gym to take some fresh air. When his gaze met the other's, this boy burst out laughing.

- Hey, there, Toothless. Rumor has it that you and Hiccup boy _hook up_, if you know what I mea- - -

Before he was even done laughing, an out of patience Toothless had already pushed him hard against the wall, menacingly growling to him to shut up.

- You dare laughing again and I'm beating you so hard you won't laugh for a year. Get it? – Toothless gritted, his eyes piercing and venomous.

The boy nodded nervous and terrified.

- Now go back in there and tell everyone the same warning goes to them if they speak up. Get it?

- G-got it…

- Good. Now tell Hammerhead that I got fifty bucks for him if he's willing to do me a favor – Toothless let him go, and the boy basically ran and tripped and crawled inside.

Two minutes later Hammerhead was out of the gym with his worldwide famous grumpy face, a gesture Toothless wiped out of his face by showing him twice the money he'd been promised. All he had to do was keeping Stoick busy enough the whole afternoon so he couldn't focus on the fact his son and his son's friend were missing classes.

Incredibly enough, Hammerhead accepted quite easily.

Then all Toothless had left to do was making up a believable excuse to justify his escapade. What he didn't count on, is that he would get ridiculously nervous once Stoick came to talk to him, sent by Hammerhead.

- Toothless! Ya' late for trainin'! – said Stoick with a big smile that did nothing but increase Toothless' anxiety. The man was getting along with him really well, just as Hiccup had once mentioned, and here he was, about to lie shamelessly to him -Where's Hiccup?

- We're not… training today, sir- - -coach… We… Hiccup's not feeling well and I… took him home. Yes, that – "What a pathetic liar you are when it comes to this, Toothless. Marvelous".

- Whut happen'd t'him?

Stoick's honest preoccupation only made Toothless feel guiltier, but there was nothing he could do about it. A secret was a secret, and if lying was necessary to keep it, lie he will.

- He just… felt sick for no reason… But he's gonna be fine, he just needs some rest.

- Was goin' out with Spitelout an' Gobber but maybe I should go hom'…

- No! – Toothless shrieked, immediately regretting his overreaction and modulating his voice - No… I mean… That won't be necessary. He's fine, really. Feel free to go with your friends, Stoi- - -sir- - -coach. Well-I-better-take-Hiccup-home-don't-you-worry-about-him-sir.

.

- Aaand that's when I ran away – Toothless confessed in utter shame.

He was sitting at the edge of Hiccup's bed, watching his boyfriend as he laid there with a bag of ice on his head. When Hiccup said he felt sick, he'd meant it.

- You really ran away? – Hiccup giggled, causing his head to hurt a bit - How can you be so afraid of my dad?

- Says the one who's _terrified_ of him – the dragon-boy defended himself.

- Touché – he blushed -. But, you're half a dragon… he's just a human dad.

That wasn't true, no matter how much Toothless wished so.

- You mean your dad the world champion of box? Your dad the two-meters tall? Your dad the- - -?

- Ok, I get it. Relax… – Hiccup squeezed Toothless' hand gently. Then closed his eyes again ready to finally take a nap, when the story Toothless narrated finally caught up with him. His eyes snapped open - Wait. You told him to go to his poker night with Gobber? ? ? ! !

- Uh-oh…

Now the conversation was also catching up with Toothless he finally realized the huge mistake he'd made. Stoick made him so nervous that he hadn't figured out the exact words he'd heard.

- Toothless! ! – Hiccup squealed in panic. He jumped off the bed and literally ran around in circles trying to figure out what to do.

- Sorry!

- You gotta stop him! You have to stop him!

- What am I supposed to do? – exactly, what? He was just a terrified half dragon, after all. Shame on him.

Hiccup looked at him, desperation crystal clear in his expression.

- You have dragon skills: sabotage him! You can't let him talk to Gobber!

.

.

There was a bunch of money in the center of the table, surrounded by empty cans of beer, wraps of snacks and nasty stain of sauce. The typical scenario of a poker night when you are an ordinary man playing with your pals, enjoying the first break daily life gives you in a long while.

- I add another twenty – said Spitelout, throwing his money over the table.

- Good game, huh? – asked Gobber, subtly leaning to his left to try and get a glimpse of Spitelout's cards. He received a growl in response and straightened up, coughing a bit to dissimulate his not-so-honest moves.

- Ya'll never change, Gobber – laughed Stoick, pulling his bucks out as well -. A'right, I'm in.

- I've a feelin' I'm gonna lose this… – muttered Gobber.

- Speakin' of loss, did I tell you I got robbed the other day? – mentioned Spitelout, suddenly changing his good mood into an irritated mask.

- Ya did? – Stoick was surprised he hadn't heard anything until then.

- Well, Jonah did…

- Whoa, ya called him for his _name_, ya're reaaaally angry with him – Gobber exchanged a compassionate look with Stoick. Poor Snotlout was doomed if his own father refused to call his nickname.

- 'Course I am! ! – Spitelout blurted - Where the hell in town was he? Someone broke the windows of the car and stole everything he could… When was the last time you heard such things happened in Berk?

- Yeah, thought our juvenile delinquents were a lil' bit more civilized – added Gobber -. Where did tha' happen?

- Jonah swears he went to the cinema with friends.

The way Spitelout said it, though, made it look as if that was the big fat lie Snotlout said every time he wanted to hide that fact he'd gone to smoke marihuana or something.

- And ya think he's lyin'? – understood Stoick. He knew that tone of voice of Spitelout's all too well.

- He's teenager, ain't he?

The curious thing is that Spitelout was always wary of the "going to cinema" because that lie was, in fact, his personal favorite when they were young and arranged fights against other classmates for money.

Stoick remembered those days as well, and he knew for sure Snotlout must have heard the story somewhere.

- Gobber, ya heard anythin' suspicious a' school? – Stoick prompted his best friend.

- Nothin' illegal – he guaranteed -. Snotlout's had trouble with the football team, but that's it.

Spitelout would have preferred to know his son was involved in the high school fight and gambling business than knowing his Viking reputation was not at its finest.

- What you mean "troubles with the team"? What's going on with the Vikings?

- Err… Nothin', nothin'… you know, they're just… having teenage trouble… Girlfriends, boyfriends and stuff…

Both Spitelout and Stoick spat their beers all over the table.

- _Boyfriends? ? ?_ – gasped Spitelout, half drowning with the beer and half choking on his spit.

- Yeah, well… all Vikings are boyfriends to some girl, ain't them? – Gobber tried to amend, realizing he'd screwed up pretty bad.

It seemed to work, at least partially. Spitelout was quite easy to distract when you knew him.

- Not Snotlout, apparently – he said, a little disappointed.

- Well… neither Hiccup – whispered Gobber to himself. He remembered the bet he won to Cressida Cowell; cruel irony that the same money now laid in Spitelout's poker table.

- He's focus'd on football – argued Stoick, as if he hadn't listened to Gobber's words -. Sure he's got plen'y o' girls behind 'im an' likes playin' tha busy man. I us'd t'do tha same, remember?

- Yeah, maybe… Let me go get somethin' to clean this mess.

Spitelout stood up and went upstairs to the kitchen (taking his cards with him, just in case), since the poker and pool table were in the basement.

As soon as he left, though, Stoick turned to Gobber with a rather angry frown settled in his face.

- Whut tha hell d'ya mean "neither Hiccup"? ? – he imitated Gobber's voice in an offending tone.

- Ya heard me…?

- Hell I did! – Stoick admitted. He crossed his arms and raised a skeptical eyebrow - Ma son ain't good 'nough t'get a girl?

- That's not whut I meant, Stoick, actually… err… Hiccup's… quite a conversation topic amon'st girls these days… – if only Stoick knew what those girls said about Hiccup…

- For ya' information, Hiccup does've a girlfriend – announced Stoick with pride.

Now it was Gobber the one who splattered his beer on the table.

- Does 'e?

- Well, think so – Stoick shrugged, a little less furious than before -. He's been actin' weird for lon': 'is excuses are inconsisten' an' he's always watchin' his phone an' comin' home late. I think he start'd comin' t'tha gym t'impress her...

Oh, dear almighty Odin, give me the strength to burst this man's bubble and show him the reality in a way that doesn't drive him absolutely crazy.

- Riiiiiight… I'm sure that's whut happen'd… – and before Stoick could add anything else, Gobber raised his voice in a fake smile - So! You and Hiccup are in good terms now? Finally after so long?

Stoick sensed right away that his supposedly best friend was hiding something of gargantuan proportions, but for the time being he would let it pass, if only to make it clear that he and Hiccup were a family once again and this time in a definite, everlasting manner.

- Totally. Can't believ' I miss'd six years o' ma son's life.

- An' as your son you love 'im, right? Jus' the way he is, right? And you like 'is friends, right? Fishlegs, Toothless… You like Toothless, don't ya?

- O' course! Whut's all this? – Stoick was getting confused. Like, for real.

- Ya used t'be kinda disappoin'ed 'cause he wasn't exactly the son ya wan'ed – his friend justified.

- That's in tha past. I'm learnin' t'accept 'im just as he is.

- It's a good thin' you mention that, actually! – exclaimed Gobber as if he'd been waiting the entire night to hear something like that and finally pronounce the speech he'd been preparing all day long - What if I told you that Hiccup is more… unconventional than we all thought?

- He's a nerd an' tha opposite o' Viking. Already know that. Whut else could ya mean? – exactly, _what? ?_ Somewhere deep inside, Stoick's mind began to connect the dots, but the rest of his brain and common sense were furiously denying that lining.

- Ok, err… Whut if I told you that I know he doesn't have a _girlfriend_?

Toothless, who was spying outside the house, hidden in the bushes, doing his best to keep track of the conversation in the basement, panicked. "No, you're not!" he thought. He'd start the fire-alarm before Gobber spoke more than he should.

- Yet – specified Stoick -. He doesn' have a girlfriend _yet_.

- No, he doesn't… And most likely won't…

- _Whut? ? ?_

The table trembled when Stoick smashed his fist against it.

- No, no, Stoick, lis'en – Gobber tried to appease -. I might be talkin' about som'thin' that ain't bad at all. It's… normal, sorta…

- Whut are ya tryin' t'say 'bout ma son? ? Gobber?

"Nothing! He's not saying anything!" Really, Toothless would set fire to a trash can before that question was responded. Trash cans always worked, didn't they?

- Want more beer? – came in Spitelout, a six-pack in hand and a big bag of potato chips on the other.

Stoick froze on his spot and didn't say a word. Gobber, on the other hand, was obviously relieved to talk to Spitelout instead of his cousin.

- Thought ya were bringin' somethin' t'clean – he said happily as he grabbed a handful of chips.

- Oh, right. Forgot about that… Be right back – Spitelout left again.

Now Gobber panicked too. Stoick wasn't taking the hints as good as he originally thought he would, and now Gobber realized he shouldn't be having this conversation. When did he think that revealing Hiccup's life was a good idea at all? Well, he'd been doing that for long, except that usually Hiccup's life didn't include any romantic issues, least of all regarding unconventional preferences in the love matter.

He earned his nickname because he didn't know how to keep his mouth shut when it came to speaking his mind. What few knew about him, however, is that every now and then, he did know how to keep a secret.

This was, contrary to what he'd thought, going to be one of those times.

- Hey, Spitelout, need some help?

- Ya ain't goin' anywhere, Gobber – gritted Stoick, setting in full box-fighter mode.

Gobber gulped. Toothless breathed in heavily, ready to fire…

Ringtone.

- Let Thor bless cell phones! – seizing his chance to get out of the basement, Gobber left in a second.

Sighing angrily but already planning a dozen strategies to corner Gobber and force him to talk, Stoick grabbed his phone and answered the call. Part of him suspected it was a trick from Gobber himself to distract him. Unfortunately that wasn't the case.

- Hello, Gerard – oh, damn it. Exactly what he needed to make his night.

- Ev'lyn.

- Ev_E_lyn. With _"E"_ in the middle – she complained.

- Oh, sorry, forgot I'd hired spellin' lessons once a _year_ – he snapped.

- Had I known you'd miss me so, I would've called much sooner – Evelyn summoned her hypocrisy.

Stoick really wasn't in the mood for that. He was tempted to cut the woman off, but he should at least figure out first the reason why she was calling so suddenly.

- Whut d'ya want?

- As a fact, the matter is what you want. I thought you'd like to know the exact day of my arrival. I'm moving to Berk in two days – she informed.

- Hiccup'll like t'know…

- Yes. I was thinking of personally calling him to- - -

- No need, I'll let 'im know – he interrupted.

- Oh, grow up and show some manners. I haven't had a nice day either – Evelyn replied in similar annoyance -. I just wanted to let you know. That's what families do, isn't it?

- Think so – mumbled Stoick.

- Alright. Then I believe I'll see you friday… If you want.

- Might have t'think 'bout it.

- Fine. Take your time. Lovely conversation, as usual. Good night, Gerard.

And she hung up.

By the time Spitelout and Gobber came downstairs screaming "Guess what? We ordered chinese!" Stoick passed by them heading in the opposite direction.

- Where you going? – asked Spitelout.

- We're gonna need more beer.

Summarizing, his best friend had insinuated his son might not be exactly interested in girls, the sour sister of the wife he'd lost was coming to town out of the blue, and he'd lost his gaming luck along with his money that night. Definitely Stoick was no longer in a proper mood, and, if only to ease the time for his friends, he drank more than he should and ate more than he should and he ended up made a grumpy mess.

What a lousy night.

.

- I'm goin' hom' now – Stoick huffed after Gobber had gotten into his car and driven away (pretty much running away from him).

- Sure you can drive like that? – wondered Spitelout.

- Ya've seen me wors' than this. Hell I can drive a fuckin' car…

- Yeah, yeah, whatever.

Had Spitelout not been in similar conditions (he got overexcited with his good luck and continuous victories on the game), he would've insisted and had Stoick staying in his house that night and driving until the next morning when he was in better conditions.

But tonight that wasn't the case.

Stoick stumbled towards his pick-up, mumbling unintelligible curses every now and then. He'd tried not to think about it, but he couldn't get Gobber's insinuations about Hiccup out of his mind. Why had Gobber said all that? Why would he even think that Hiccup was like that in the first place?

It was true Stoick didn't know much about his son, but that was something he would've known, right? There was just no way that Hiccup… that he… No, just no. Life just couldn't be that messed up. His entire life Hiccup had been targeted for being different, for being smart, for being a dreamer. He'd been bullied and ignored, and many bad things had happened to him because of that, including being denied by his own father. He didn't need people around him to have another reason to disdain him. Some bastard had broken Hiccup's ankle for being a nerd. What would they do to him for being… even more different? They might send him to the hospital in a crime of hate, or even worse if he was caught alone… if there wasn't any friend like Toothless to stand up for him…

Things were already complicated enough; and just when they seemed to start getting better, _this_ happens? No. Life couldn't be that unfair.

Life couldn't be that much of a…

- Bitch! – he groaned at the key in his hand, which refused to open the door of his car.

It took him six entire minutes to get the key into the door-lock.

"I can't let him drive like this" thought Toothless, sneaking out of his hiding spot and carefully approaching Stoick from behind.

If he had to show himself and completely ruin his spying secret mission in order to prevent Stoick from driving while drunk, he'd take his chances. There was no way Toothless would allow his boyfriend's father to risk his life like that.

When Stoick was trying to start the engine, Toothless appeared in front of the window.

- I don't think that's a good idea, sir – he said, serious.

- Get outta here kiddo! Ma car, ma rules – Stoick raged, and kept struggling with the key.

Toothless slid his hand into the car and took the keys from Stoick's hand.

- It's not a good idea – he repeated.

- Who tha hell d'ya think ya're? ? Gimme ma keys- - -

Then Stoick's brain slowly processed the information and realized exactly who was the boy standing before him.

- Ya… – he growled - YOU! !

Suddenly, with a speed no drunken man should have, Stoick was off the car and closing his fist around Toothless' neck, who managed to escape the grip by mere miracle.

- It all start'd 'cause of YOU! Ya an' tha' blasted woman… – he bawled, his eyes big and round with uncontrollable ire - No… no, no, no… Ev'lyn was later… It's always been ya… Ya an' ya' sudden frien'ship, comin' t'tha rescue… showin' up on chris'mas, comin' t'study a' odd times… Ya're after ma son… Ya almost trick'd me, but ya're after 'im…! !

- No, listen – Toothless tried to deny, that was certainly not the way nor the moment to have Stoick finding out the truth -, y-you don't know what you're saying- - -

- Ya're tha reason Gobber said all tha'… Ya're after ma son! !

- But why would it be wrong if- - -? ?

The boy couldn't even finish thinking the full sentence. Stoick launched against him with the strength of a raging bull. Had he not being the half dragon he was, he'd be seriously wounded by that tackle. But he could handle it; he could handle Stoick just as he'd handled Green Death. He was a Night Fury.

- Stop! I don't want to hurt you! ! – Toothless yelled. He wasn't fighting back so far, but if Stoick didn't get a hold of his wasted self he'd have to get him back into place one way or another.

- LIAR! ! Ya'll hurt 'im! Ya did a'ready! !

- STOP! !

Just when Toothless was standing and about to defend himself, Stoick punched him hard right in the face, knocking him down.

It hurt. The punch hurt in a way it shouldn't have hurt, confusing all of his senses because of the pain. Toothless couldn't stand up because he was abnormally dizzy, and when he took his hands to his face, he realized he was bleeding.

Stoick had injured him. How? Toothless had no brains to tell.

- YA STAY AWAY O' HICCUP! ! ! – screamed Stoick. Then he got back into the car, realized he couldn't drive away for he hadn't recovered his keys and ultimately decided to go back to Spitelout's house and knock until he or, more likely, Snotlout opened the door.

Toothless stayed behind, covering the left side of his face in pain.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note:<strong>_ OhMyGods...

I'm not sure if I'll be able to post the new chapter next week, but I'll try my hardest to get back to the weekly update. If not, well, you know I only update on fridays.

.

Let yourselves be seen in my DeviantArt! !

.

Aaaaand Thank you very much for your reviews! !

Ancientathens, Musical Fangirl, Darkflower123, animelover56348,

AlexJohnD, AliceCullen3, violet flame, Kigen Dawn, Guest,

Ilmazzobro, Bubbles, Hotaru-chan, Toothless is best, Yuki, SuicidalxKitty.

.

P.S.: Yuzuru Hanyu! ! ! 3

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this chapter..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a _**_review_**_. _


	24. Vulnerable

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.

.

_**Disclaimer:**_ Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Note:**_ Seriously, FFnet kinda totally sucks lately. It's the first time in TWO WEEKS that I can actually UPLOAD a new document to update the new chapter. AGH! But here it is at last: the new chapter! !

I'm sorry the plot is slowing down, but be patient: some things need depth and detail and some work better with the rush of adrenaline. Up and down. A Russian Roulette.

If FFnet lets me, I'll be updating chapter 25 this coming wednesday, 'cause I'm leaving four days to go in a vacation to Sierra Gorda (-yay!-) and I will be offline for the weekend.

Good news, huh?

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 24: Vulnerable.**

**.**

**.**

The last time Toothless had experienced that kind of pain was two years ago, when some Hunters ambushed the Night Fury and other dragons with poison…

- Gods' sake! Toothless you're hurt! ! – exclaimed Mrs. Evans, honestly terrified when she watched the conditions in which Toothless crossed the main door. She lowered her voice - Hunters? – surprising her, Toothless shook his head in negation - You mean it wasn't… electricity?

The dragon boy shook his head again.

- I… I got caught in a fight… – he whispered as he headed towards the kitchen, trying to avoid the tenants watching tv on the living room.

- But I thought you couldn't get hurt… – said Mrs. Evans, her expression going livid when Toothless responded:

- I can't…

The woman lost her breath. Ok, this was bad, really bad; serious enough to be worth of an emergency call to Evelyn, but first she had to help Toothless.

- Ok, ok… – she went to the fridge and got some frosted meat - There, have some ice… How else can I help you?

- I'm fine, I just need to go to my room and- - -

- No, you stay right here – Mrs. Evans forced him to take seat, inflexible before Toothless' attempt of a struggle -, I'll go get it. What is it?

- There's a first aid kit hidden beneath my desk… – the dragon boy finally gave in - If you insist, bring me one syringe.

- Syringe? ? ? – Mrs. Evans gasped - Is it that grave? ?

- No, no, don't worry. It's just as a precaution – he guaranteed, soothing, trying to chuckle at his own sillyness -. I'm fine, really. Imagine I'm just a regular boy who got caught in a regular fight.

- Toothless, that would NOT make me feel any better – she squeaked, altered in a comical way -. Gosh, I'm gonna need some tea after all this. I'll go get that syringe, you stay here. And call Evelyn.

That was a complicated task, because he had to call Hiccup first, and he really didn't want to tell him through the phone that his dad had gone drunk, crazy and beaten him. Or that he definitely suspected about them even though Gobber had stopped speaking at a still convenient point. Or that he was injured.

But he didn't want to lie either, least of all to Hiccup.

Maybe he could settle for a text message. Yeah, that should work for now. He could share only the good news of the night and explain things to Hiccup the next day before school. After all there was no chance that Stoick would wake up from his drunken sleep in time to see his son early in the morning.

So he sent a message, feeling like a total complete coward, and lucky him Hiccup didn't decide to take the initiative and call himself. Actually, Hiccup responded with a simple message detailing how Snotlout warned him that Stoick was staying with them for the night, and how he was okay with discussing that whole matter tomorrow.

Perhaps the luck of the Night Fury was most of times totally rotten, but with Hiccup Toothless had won the lottery, and he didn't need any more good luck in his life.

.

Well, being honest, he'd like to have the same luck in other aspects of his life. It wouldn't be asking for much, now would it? If only his "adoptive mother" could get along with his boyfriend's father…

- I always knew that man would be nothing but a headache! Seriously, Gerard is way too fancy a name for him- - -

- And that's why everybody calls him "Stoick" – Toothless rolled his bright green eyes (or at least the one that didn't have a bunch of meat against it), grateful that Evelyn couldn't see his expression -. Odin, Evelyn, calm down, I'm fine.

- Are you? I'm going to need to watch him really close if he was capable of hurting you like that… What if he's like you? Or like me? Or like them? – her voice high-pitched in a very non-fancy way.

Restraining the urge to chuckle at her and her paranoia, Toothless cleared his throat.

- No, I'm sure it's none of that.

- How can you be sure?

- Because… because… Well, because… – and this is the point when he should be saying some good, believable excuse, and yet his mind was empty and he couldn't think of any sort of justification at all. That day was just a vertiginous mixture of chaos and nonsense, there was no way he could figure anything plausible from that… - Yes, of course! ! ! Chinese! !

- Beg pardon?

- Chinese! ! ! That's it! – Toothless repeated, his mind suddenly lightened with the brightest of ideas.

- I do not understand, Dean – Evelyn's growing annoyance was noticeable through her voice. She should be drawing the mother of the WTF looks by now

- They ordered chinese! Chinese food! I bet Stoick ate some cooked eel with his bare hands.

Evelyn gave it a thought for a minute.

- Well, that would make sense. The allergy makes you vulnerable.

- Exactly, and if it's not that it would mean that I'm allergic to fathers in law, and that would be much worse – he joked in an apologetic tone.

It surprised him the most when Evelyn's classy laughter echoed through the phone. He hadn't heard her laugh in a very, very long time, least of all with such honesty.

- You have some points for making me laugh. You can be so ridiculous, Dean, seriously.

- Easy to do with a black, swollen eye: I _look_ ridiculous – there was a taint of both resignation and fun in his voice; the only two emotions that could help him survive the humiliation of having been hurt by a human.

- Oh, Dean… – Evelyn's smile weakened.

- Don't worry. It's nothing I can't fix – and it really wasn't, he just had to wait for the right moment to sort things out.

There was a moment of silence on Evelyn's part, as if she were trying to decide whether to play along or not. She could sense right away that Toothless had his plate already full with the whole Gerard matter, he didn't need any more worries to add to the mix. Once she was in Berk she'd deal with Stoick herself, she would have a long and serious conversation with him: she'd make him understand, even if he didn't want to. All the gods knew she was an expert in such arts.

But for now Toothless didn't need to know her inner tribulations. That's why she decided to change the subject to one that had the miraculous effect of always drawing a smile on the boy's face.

- And does Jay know?

- Of course not! – Toothless screeched in panic - Well, not yet… I have to tell him, but tomorrow once- - -

- Not about Gerard – Evelyn interrupted, lighthearted -, about the eel...

- Oh… – well, that was a less finicky subject, but still one it was awkward to talk about. Toothless scratched the tip of his nose in an unconscious action to denote his nervousness - I might have told him once or twice…

- Once or twice? – Evelyn raised a skeptical eyebrow.

- Ok, I might have mentioned it once…

- Mentioned? – she muttered amidst a chuckle. Toothless had just given himself away.

- Fine! I never told him! – he admitted, throwing the meat away in his confession.

- Dean, he is your rider _and_ your _boyfriend_. You shouldn't be ashamed to let him know that you are vulnerable to electricity and eel poison, like all dragons. He won't think you are less super because of a little kryptonite.

- Did you just make a joke? – Toothless caught, bewildered and entertained in equal amounts - Points for making me laugh.

- I do have a sense of humor. That I rarely show it is an entirely different matter – Evelyn played along, giving the boy some time to enjoy himself and then getting him into the conversation -. But I mean it, Dean, you tell him… or I will – she threatened.

- That's not necessary, I will – assured Toothless, fully convinced by the woman's words -. Promise. So… is it confirmed? You're coming this friday?

- Yes. I wouldn't have called Gerard if I wasn't – she appointed with all honesty -. I can't wait to see you, Dean.

- You can't wait to _watch_ me – Toothless deciphered with a humored smile.

- Well, both… – she admitted, a shy smile shining on her lips - Points for that. You know? I missed this: us laughing.

- I missed it too – Toothless confessed.

- I promise you we'll have a brand new beginning once I'm there. All of us – Evelyn said, obviously including Hiccup and, may the gods help her, Stoick.

And she meant it. She'd been thinking a lot of Valery and the beautiful relationship they'd lost. She didn't want the story to repeat itself. She wanted to have a family again, and she felt determined to keep it this time. Just as Toothless.

.

.

The next morning would definitely classify into the top five awkward moments between Hiccup and Toothless. The dragon boy just couldn't find the words to explain what happened, much less after Hiccup's surprise and preoccupation watching his unusual beaten state. "Oh, come on, you've seen me in worst conditions" he tried to distract, but it obviously didn't work. Hiccup only glared at him with more intensity; demanding to know the reasons why Toothless had avoided him last night when he was supposed to report back at his house before Stoick got home.

- Technically, I'm still on time to make it to your house before your dad – Toothless mumbled shamefacedly, a somewhat pathetic smile on his face.

- Toothless – Hiccup reprimanded, crossing his arms and tapping his foot in the typical "I'm waiting" gesture.

Toothless had to give up and explain the details of Gobber's conversation, Stoick's reaction towards it, the whole getting drunk process and the final episode between him and the boy he obviously didn't want to be with his son.

It cost him all the guts he had (and whatever else he could borrow) to confess the last part, how Stoick had attacked him and finally reached him and… and hurt him.

- But how… how could my dad hurt you? You… you can't get hurt!

- Funny thing: Mrs. Evans said the same thing… – Toothless muttered evasively.

- And what did you respond to her? – Hiccup asked in a clever way to turn Toothless' evasion against himself.

- Not much…

- And what are you gonna respond to me? – Hiccup sort of defied.

Toothless closed his eyes and let out a big sigh.

- Mind if we… miss the first class? This is gonna take some time…

- You're asking me to miss PE? ? – a moment of silence, after which Hiccup shrugged dismissively - I guess I can live with that.

They sneaked in the loneliest corner in the library, right behind the self-support books nobody ever read, and Toothless finally confessed that he'd held back a bit of information when teaching Hiccup about dragons.

It had been just one thing, and that Hiccup could forgive, but considering it was one hell of an important thing, he was still balancing his options.

Toothless explained to him how all dragons shared three common weaknesses that could pretty much kill them if not avoided or attended. Hiccup already knew two of them. He knew that all dragons were in one way or another related to the four elements: all of them had "a heart of fire", and could resist heat, breathe fire and stuff, but some of them were dragons linked to water, lived in oceans and rivers or boiled water within their mouths to spit instead of the common fire, like Scauldrons. Some other dragons were linked to earth, lived in deep caves, fed on rocks to melt in their stomachs and spit as lava, like Gronkles; some were small dragons that fed on grass and herbs whose saliva had healing properties, some lived under earth like giant snakes with fire breathing capacities. And there was also the link of air, which most of the flying species owned, some more than others, like the Chinese dragons. Same with the fire, some dragons were more into that element that others, like Monstruous Nightmares, that could set their entire body aflame, or some other species that could literally bathe in lava.

The lightning, however, was not an element dragons had affinity with, which is exactly why electricity could hurt them. Some dragons learned how to evade lightning even in the middle of a storm, some developed certain resistance, but it continued to be an element foreign to their nature, and thus aggressive towards it.

That was vulnerability number one.

Then, Hiccup also knew that dragon blood was especially important, because through the blood the strength emanating from that fire heart flowed into every scale and claw. Thus, every time a dragon lost meaningful amounts of blood (as it had already happened to Toothless) the dragon lost the connection with those elements that fed its mythical nature, losing as well its capacities. A blood-drained dragon is incapable of breathing fire or flying, and cannot do so again until its healthy level of blood is restored.

But this third vulnerability, Hiccup was hearing of for the first time.

Not without a fair taint of shame, Toothless explained to him that all dragons had a severe allergy to eels; that standing near one for long would cause the typical teary eyes, constipated throat and runny nose. Direct physical contact tore down the dragon's inner defenses (immunity, strength, sharp sight), becoming greatly weakening. And even worse, contact with an eel's blood could kill them.

- Why keep that secret? ? – Hiccup reproached, cheeks flushed with anger - It's perfectly normal Toothless! ! Everybody knows eel blood has a toxin… but it deactivates with fire…. Why are dragons so vulnerable to it?

- It's an _allergy_! ! It doesn't even have to be poisonous to kill us! Think of people allergic to peanuts or beestings – Toothless rubbed his face, ashamed -. As pathetic as it sounds, it can kill us.

- Right… I'm sorry – Hiccup rested his hand softly on Toothless' shoulder -. It's not pathetic.

- It is. We both know it is – Toothless insisted, making evident all the reasons why he'd so far kept that secret.

Honestly, no matter how much he tried, Hiccup couldn't get angry at the sight of such a tore-down Toothless. Ok, so he'd kept a big secret, once again, but all Hiccup wanted to do was hug him and tell him everything was gonna be ok and then spoil him all day until he came to good terms with his own vulnerability.

On a second thought, if there wasn't the whole Stoick matter to worry about, he would do exactly that.

- Well, it's… surprising how something so small can hurt something as mighty as a dragon.

The look in Toothless' eyes perfectly reflected his thoughts of "I wish I knew why that is too".

- So… you think my dad could actually hurt you because he… had eel in his hands? ? ?

- It's a theory. I know firsthand he doesn't have the best manners at the table – Toothless remembered the christmas dinner, in attempt to make everything sound less… odd? Dramatic?

- Yeah, and when he gets angry he acts like a real viking of old – Hiccup played along -. I can actually see him choking on beer and getting his hands all stained with food and sauce and… blood…

Unfortunately, the Haddock boy's mood wore off gradually, the thought of his dad reminding him that right then nothing was fine enough to afford the luxury of a laugh.

- It's not nice when he's that… angry and careless about life…

- He didn't like the thought of you and I – Toothless swiftly understood why the incapability of a smile, and he joined the sadness club -. We need to figure this out.

Hiccup let out a tragic sigh and hugged his legs, resting his chin upon his knees. Toothless simply looked at him, wondering what could he do or say to make the situation better.

- All I'm praying for right now is that he was drunk enough to forget all that – Hiccup muttered.

- Well, he was drunk enough not to drive – argued Toothless in a sad attempt of a solacing gesture.

Hiccup tried, all-heartedly, to chuckle.

- That's a good sign…

- And if he doesn't forget? – Toothless finally gathered the courage to pronounce their biggest fears aloud after an almost painful minute.

- I'm terrified… I… I… I'll try to explain… to… to make him understand. We're supposed to be fixing our relationship… he should… he should accept it… right? For the sake of our father-son relationship… right?

- I wish, Hiccup. Really.

They sank in long and uncomfortable minutes of silence: studying their possibilities, thinking of proper lies, strategies, excuses, arguments… And at the same time praying to all the gods and goddesses whose name they could think of that things went nicely and Stoick came to good terms with their relationship sooner rather than later.

What made a most complicated problem out of all this, is that after Toothless had provided the very detailed version of the last night's confrontation, Hiccup was sure that his father's denial was not out of homophobia. Or so he hoped; so he needed to believe. Stoick may not be the most open-minded person in the world, but he was learning how to accept Hiccup for who he was, no matter what, right? Besides, when his mother was alive, she and Hiccup were always doing odd things and fighting imaginary monsters and playing "the floor is made of lava" and learning new words in fictitious languages, and Stoick was always okay with all that. He didn't play along often, but he would let them be and smile at them, happy to see they were enjoying themselves, even if he didn't exactly understand how. He had once being open-minded, when his wife was alive, because she was the most tolerant and accepting person ever.

If what he'd screamed at Toothless had been true, Stoick's real fear wasn't having a queer son under his roof, but having a bullied son hurt because of his queerness. Now that their relationship was so much better, the fatherly and protective instinct that laid dormant for six years was back and stronger than ever; especially considering he no longer denied the fact that his son was tormented on a daily basis.

Stoick had once confessed, recently, that he pushed Hiccup so hard in his training because he didn't want to lose him as he'd lost Valhallarama: he wanted the boy to be capable of self-defense, to stay safe, to stay with him. Stoick, as tough and brute as he appeared to be, hid a heart as big as his fists.

And if that was the authentic reason why his father couldn't stand the thought of him and Toothless being together… how could he really get mad at him? How could he say "no" to him? So he wasn't (just no way) saying "no" to Toothless, and he wasn't saying it to his dad either. What other option did he have?

"I wish you were here, mom – Hiccup thought -, you'd know what to do. You always had the perfect advice…"

- …Hiccup? – called Toothless, gently, bringing the boy out of the depths of his mind - You praying to Odin too?

- I need a hug – Hiccup mumbled, locking his eyes with Toothless' -. Just hug me…

Thinking of his mother always made him sad, for days. He hadn't thought of her in a long time, but he was happy that now that he had thought of her (and his dad and so many things at the same time that just worsened everything), he also had Toothless there to hold him tight and keep his certainties in place.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note:<strong>_ I just love remembering that my boys have flaws and fears and that they are vulnerable before the world, before fate, before themselves… It makes them human. ^^

Now, wait for wednesday! ! Wednesday! ! !

Big things happen on… Wednesday! ! !

.

Thanks for staying around! ! Let's hit 400 reviews! Shall we? ^^

Hi Mr Whale, Toothless is best, AliceCullen3, YoshisSupport,

Kigen Dawn, Ilmazzobro, animelover56348, Darkflower123,

Musical Fangirl, AlexJohnD, Splendidguy44, Speedhorse Speedy,

Neko-Len-chan, violet flame, Lia, Wolfsthrope Von Schlieffen.

.

_**Splendidguy44:**_ you… are… EPIC! ! ! Like EPIC for real! I read your review at the office and spent like half an hour just twirling in my chair and squealing in happiness!

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this chapter..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a _**_review_**_. _


	25. Blurred

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.
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_**Disclaimer:**_ Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Note:**_ ( (I should be sleeping 'cause tomorrow is gonna be a long, long day, but I promised I'd update today and I'm keeping my word. My apologies if the chapter feels a little rushed or is not as carefully written as usual, I had very little time to work on it considering I had to prepare everything for my journey. I swear I thought I'd have more time for this, but in the end I didn't. This is probably the first chapter I'm gonna edit post-publishing. The lack of chapter title says it all. Sorry. But for now, you can still enjoy the storyline. I'll fix details later.) )

- -Aaaand guess what? I already fixed the details!

The edited version of this chapter is pretty much the same, but now beautifully written as you guys deserve.

Let's go!

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

****Chapter 25: Blurry future****

**.**

**.**

They left the library perhaps not with new hopes, but yes with new determination to sort out every obstacle that crossed their paths.

Fortunately, before having to face the disgusted looks and the offensive mutters behind their backs they met with Snotlout on their way to the classroom, and dimly, but he managed, unintentionally, to draw some worriless smiles on their faces.

- Guys! – the quarter-back called, practically turned into the raging bull American football players must be -. You won't believe what's happened to me! I've had a lousy morning! – Snotlout cried - First I wake up, early because my stupid alarm "magically" reset itself… If I see Gobber today, I'll kill him! It's the fifth time! ! Then I go to the kitchen, try to have my champion breakfast but I can't 'cause the kitchen is a mess! And I can't even complain 'cause there are two wasted, grumpy bears with a big headache on my living room! I had to tiptoe out of my own house! Had to take the bus 'cause dad isn't borrowing me the car until prom! The _car_! ! The car I've washed and polished and cleaned since I was twelve! It's practically mine! And I wasn't the one who broke the stupid windows! And ARGH I wanna kill someone…! ! !

Snotlout strangled an imaginary neck more than once, while Hiccup and Toothless stared at him trying to decide whether to laugh on his face or run away laughing. Snotlout obviously needed to just let out all his frustration; he just needed some sympathy. Pretty much like them.

- Y-yeah that was a lousy morning – agreed Hiccup, nodding exaggeratedly -. Lousy indeed…

- You just redefined "lousy" man… – conceded Toothless as well, doing his best to restrain a giggle.

Letting go of his imaginary victim Snotlout finally relaxed and gave a break to himself in that lousy morning.

- Thanks! – he said - Ok, now I gotta go… Classes, I hate classes. But, nah, whatever.

- I hope you find Gobber! – shouted Hiccup in an encouraging voice as Snotlout ran in the opposite direction.

- Punch him hard! Two birds with one stone! – advised Toothless.

- Yeah! – exclaimed Snotlout, and then disappeared amidst some random students getting out of class.

And suddenly everything felt… calm, as if the storm had already reached an end. Sometimes we forget the beauty of routine: its spiral is so vertiginous and absorbent than it has the rare quality of making us forget everything but the present. There is no past and no future, only the moment you are living in.

- Gobber resets the alarms? – asked Toothless pulling a smiley wtf-look.

- Every poker night – confirmed Hiccup, sharing in his sudden mood.

May the gods bless school, classmates and the simplicity of daily life that manage for a moment make you forget that there are troubles outside those walls.

Never mind that always something happens that on the other hand makes you remember the world's still out there. Toothless received a phone call from Evelyn asking him to please go to the train station and check that all the stuff she'd send to Berk had actually reached their destination; since Toothless didn't want to say no to her and he wasn't really ready to face school that day, he kissed Hiccup goodbye and left (promising that if anyone messed with Hiccup all he needed to do was call for his dragon and he'd be there in a second to defend him).

Apparently, it wasn't half as fun to mess with Hiccup if Toothless wasn't there to witness so, and the day went by almost tranquil. Sure there were several jerks that insulted him and Toothless, on his face or behind it, but nothing Hiccup and his friends couldn't handle. Besides, he quit being the center of the spotlight when a girl in History ended her oral presentation giving Hiccup two thumbs up and announcing that her long-distance boyfriend, Charlie, whom she'd met last summer, was actually a girl named Charlene. As a fact, suddenly Hiccup was receiving as much support from classmates he'd never talked to as he received loathe from others he was sure hadn't noticed his existence until yesterday.

The worst thing in his day was getting tripped in the cafeteria and losing his food. Not even the Stoick matter seemed to be as bad anymore.

- Hey, Snotlout, and… when you left the house this lousy morning… was my dad awake? – Hiccup asked his cousin as they sat altogether in the table.

Fishlegs had convinced everyone to give away a tiny portion of their lunch to make up the one Hiccup had lost, and they were all now eating contentedly.

- Nope – Snotlout muttered, his mouth full with spaghetti.

- And was he… uhm… talking in his sleep?

- All the time, like my dad – he confirmed after swallowing his meal.

- Whoa! Were they talking to each other? – exclaimed Tuffnut.

- In their sleep? – followed Ruffnut.

- Scary! – the twins said in unison, big goofy smile on their faces.

- Of course not! Shut up! – yelled Snotlout, giving a slight hit on Tuffnut's head, which made Ruffnut laugh madly and almost spit her juice through her nose.

- And what was my dad saying? – wondered Hiccup in nervous urgency - Something along the lines of "go get him" or "cut his head"?

Snotlout gave him a really compassionate look, feeling kinda sorry for what his cousin had to worry about.

- Nope. He kept saying stupid plus name of random card from the deck.

- Oh! – interrupted Ruffnut immediately, seizing the opportunity for a joke - Did he say "stupid two of _Thorstons_"?

- Ha! That'd be you insultin' you, _genius_! – Tuffnut snapped, offended the most.

- 'Course not! I was born first!

- No, _I_ was born _first_!

- You don't know who was born first? – asked Fishlegs, preferring to save everybody the endless minutes of "No, I was – No, I was!" that would've for sure taken place.

- Mom never asked the doctors! – said Ruffnut -. And dad didn't see anythin'!

- He fainted – added Tuffnut.

- Don't you have like a birth certificate or something? – suggested Astrid, teaming up with Fishlegs to have the twin's pointless discussion finished as soon as possible.

- Already checked that. We were born in the same minute – explained Tuffnut.

- But I was born seconds before – Ruffnut whispered wickedly to Astrid's ear.

- No! The male twin is always born first!

- Says who!

- _Duh!_ A male twin?

And they continued to yell at each other and expose ridiculous arguments to support their supposedly irrefutable opinions. Astrid and Fishlegs sighed in defeat, leaning back on their chairs. Snotlout couldn't care less; Aura was gone to buy some extra grape juice.

- Any ideas to bring this… _thing_ to an end? – Astrid asked Hiccup, her blue eyes practically pleading for his help.

The Haddock boy simply smiled and shook his head in negation.

- No. Let them be. It's good to know some people can still care about simple issues.

- Ok – Astrid nodded after biting the inner part of her cheek as she gave the matter some thought -. If that cheers you up, I'm giving the twins more ideas.

- Everything's gonna be ok, Hiccup, you'll see – reassured Fishlegs, giving his best friend some gently pats on the back.

- Thanks, guys.

.

Everything went nice indeed. When Stoick got home that afternoon, he was grumpy and tired, but memory-wiped, and he didn't remember many details of his failed poker night, only that he'd lost a handful of money and that something had happened to his pick-up. "But it mus' be ma 'magination 'cause tha car's fine".

Hiccup gave him a full jar of water and advised him to sleep some more before returning to their usual activities on the gym (to which, Toothless, conveniently, didn't attend). Then he locked himself in his room and screamed his relief against the pillow right before calling Toothless to give him the marvelous news.

"Thanks Odin! ! !"

- So… Stoick doesn't remember a thing? – inquired Fishlegs suspiciously - You sure?

- He says it's all blurry. That works for now. We just need a bit of time to think of something – affirmed Hiccup.

- Plus, Evelyn's arrival should keep him busy for the next weeks. That gives us more time – added Toothless.

- Evelyn, your…?

- Tutor. Yeah, that's her.

- I was thinking calling her a mentor or something that matched if I called you a padawan… – Fishlegs giggled, summoning a dreamy look on Toothless - But what are you gonna do after that time is out? – he insisted.

- We still have that time to think about it – shrugged Hiccup, trying to fake relaxation, in which he miserably failed. He shifted his weight from foot to foot, uncomfortable.

- We're working on it – Toothless patted his boyfriend's back, telling Fishlegs with his eyes that, even though they hadn't openly asked for it, they were going to need all the help they could get.

- Ok, but… Now can I know what happened to your eye?

- Don't ask, bud, please… – Toothless looked away, brushing his messy hair with both hands to try hiding his eyes with it.

Nonetheless, as much as Toothless tried to keep it unnoticed, everybody did notice the black eye; a professor even asked what had happened to Mr. Night's face, receiving for response Dagur's ill-timed "Hate-bashing" snigger, mockery which his peers echoed instantly.

- Got any problem with me? Come here and say it in my face! – challenged Toothless in an angry roar, nearly smashing his own desk.

- Want two black eyes _faggot_? ?

Hiccup tried to interfere before things went awfully wrong and Dagur became the second victim of the Night Fury, but the bullies, stupidly, tripped him before he could stop Toothless. Fortunately, training with Stoick on a daily basis, Toothless had learned a fair share of self control, and he only gave Dagur a big, swelled-up black eye.

They both got detention, of course; in different classrooms at least.

.

Hiccup waited patiently outside the detention room in which Toothless was captive. At least Dagur had also been rightly punished; it was the first time ever Hiccup witnessed a Viking bully was put under detention. All hail Principal Cowell.

Trying to help Toothless get through his boredom, he whispered sweet things and funny nonsense, perfectly aware that everything he said would be heard, and hoping that he would manage to draw a smile on his boyfriend's lips.

What a pity that the other bullies hadn't gotten punished as well, because that friday they enjoyed themselves too much bothering Hiccup for the nature of his relationship with another boy, knowing that that would anger the hell out of Toothless, and all they were looking for was a good fight. Such fools; seriously they could be so stupid some times.

- Hey there queer queen, waiting for that faggot? Going to the parade after class?

Unconsciously, Hiccup clenched his hands into fists. Ok, they could insult him, he was used to it, but Toothless? _His_ Toothless? Not in front on him. Hiccup stood up with brave determination, ready to tell those bullies what he thought of them. Oh, everybody would be so proud if they could see him right then!

- Yeah, sure, you should hurry too, or you'll miss it – he hissed.

- What did you say? ?

- That you're so ridiculously homophobe it's obvious you're lost in the closet.

None of the bullies really got the clever offense Hiccup had dedicated to them, but the Haddock boy's voice was so obviously defying and offending that it wasn't hard to decipher it had been an insult.

- You're dead! ! – the leading bully grabbed him by the clothes and pulled him forward, closer to his peers' fists.

- Apologize! – said other bully.

- Let go of me – said Hiccup, his expression unbelievably calmed and concentrated, as if he had everything under control. It was the same expression Toothless drew right before he started a fight in the gym.

It was his opportunity, finally! Now, for once, he could stand in Toothless' defense (and on his own), proud and determined.

This, this confidence, this strength… those were the signals that had made him realize Toothless was _the one_. Nobody else had ever made him feel so good in his own skin, so happy to be himself, so special and unique and… safe. All that, he was ready to protect… to fight for; whether it be before these bullies… or even before his own father.

He'd made his mind.

- Why ain't he afraid? – wondered one bully, puzzled the most to see such scrawny little nerd not pleading for mercy or trying to run for his life.

- He must think Toothless is coming to save him – said another one.

- There won't be nothing left for 'im to find when we're done with you!

- I said: let me go – Hiccup repeated, serious. The bullies snickered.

- No.

- Ok – he said with sarcasm -, violence is never the answer, but if you insist…

And he did something that surprised all of the bullies (and, being quite frankly, it also surprised himself): he connected a precise punch right in the sternum of the bully holding him, and when the bully gasped, Hiccup pushed the invasive hands to the sides and freed himself, just as his dad and Toothless had taught him to.

It felt awesome. Maybe it wasn't the most impressive of punching tricks, but still felt awesome and super-hero worthy.

"Don't overreact, I'm fine, really – Hiccup muttered for Toothless to hear -. Now I'm just going to avoid them, we don't need any more trouble, right?". Hiccup turned around and walked away while the bullies recovered from their shock. Had a nerd just defended himself properly? Had a nerd just _hit_ one of them? Had this nerd turned his back at them as if he had nothing to fear? Wasn't that the same nerd they'd locked for an hour the past semester? If Green Death were still there he would never allow such blasphemy!

- Oh, no, you ain't going anywhere! – sentenced the harmed bully, and went after Hiccup.

They got him when he was almost reaching the gym where the basketball team practiced, surrounded him and held him two at a time so the others could punch him. But Hiccup still didn't look scared; he was, really, but he wasn't going to show so if it pleased the bullies. Besides, if he could survive Hammerhead, Toothless in his mean coach-like façade and his dad in full coach-mode, he could stoically get through this. He wasn't that weak nerd anymore. He may not be yet the fighter his father wanted him to be either, but he was stronger than ever; that was a fact.

- Now you're gonna get it… – gritted the bullies.

- Please get your _hands off_ my nephew – came a fancy yet threatening female voice.

All the bullies turned their heads to the auburn-haired woman, their jaws dropping at once. Evelyn had that effect; with her beauty she was just the kind of person that never passes by unnoticed. But with her character she was also the kind of person you immediately know better not to mess with or she will pull the strings of her obvious influences against you.

Not taking his eyes off the lady, the bullies let go of Hiccup.

- Fine. You're dismissed.

Obviously the bullies had no idea what she'd just said, but the tone of her voice and her determining mimic were enough for them to get the implied "get out" message.

Hiccup watched the bullies leave, trying to decide if he was more shocked by the mere fact of seeing Evelyn there, or if of what she'd just done was also responsible for his awe.

- Hello, Jay! – Evelyn beckoned enthusiastically as if nothing had happened. She stepped forward intending to hug Hiccup, as families do, but thought better of it and settled for a handshake. They weren't there just yet.

- Hello, Evelyn… – ok, this was awkward, even more awkward than when he and Toothless met at Hotel Nordic after the Halloween Ball - What… what are you doing here?

- Surprise! – she elegantly clapped her hands together with a somewhat hypocrite smile - I thought it'd be nice to pick you up. I finally moved in. Where is Dean? – she looked around as if expecting he'd jump out from behind a locker at any time - Do you want to come and see my new house?

- Well, uhm… – would it be a good idea to let her know or would that only made her paranoid? Toothless said the worst quirk of Evelyn's was precisely her paranoia - Toothless, I mean Dean…

The woman stopped him with a movement of her hand, pinching the bridge of her nose in slight irritation. Hiccup's sly stutter was enough of an answer for her.

- He got himself in trouble, didn't he?

- He's in detention… – confessed Hiccup, biting his lip apologetically - But in his defense: he was provoked!

- He's always provoked – she sighed -. You can't get the Night without the Fury, right? – she switched her voice from angry to comprehensive when saying this, and then she smiled - Let's go get him.

.

.

Apparently Evelyn and Principal Cowell were in very good terms, because Toothless was spared half his time of detention for that day under the condition that he stayed the next monday to make up for it. "Though I should have you in detention extra time for making me lose that bet, Mr. Night" whispered the principal to Toothless' ear, making him laugh hard and loud against his will.

Then Evelyn invited them to take the back seat of her black Porsche Panamera (Hiccup couldn't restrain an admiration whistle when seeing the fancy car) and drove across town and into a forgotten forest road that Hiccup, having spent all of his life in Berk, knew very well where it headed.

- Don't tell me you bought Sunstone Manor… – he mumbled, his trembling hand instinctually seizing Toothless'.

- That's exactly the house I bought – replied Evelyn with a wicked smirk.

- But… wasn't this family brutally murdered there?

- Urban legend – she disdained, obviously not worried in the slightest. It wasn't the first time she heard something like that (the people she hired to redecorate the house were the most insisting on the matter), still it was amusing to see how the natives from Berk automatically believed in the story behind the name of Sunstone -. It will conveniently keep people away from the property.

- Everybody knows Sunstone Manor is haunted. Just saying… in case you want your money back – Hiccup insisted nonetheless, earning a curious look from his boyfriend.

- There might be a bit of truth there… – Evelyn faked a thoughtful gesture - I was the only one bidding for the house, and I got it quite cheap, actually…

Yes, now Hiccup was convinced: big haunted house. How exciting! (note the sarcasm). Evelyn saw his expression through the rearview mirror and burst out in a clear laughter.

- Good news is: I'm not afraid of ghosts, they're just dead people. Living ones are the ones to be feared – she said -. Wouldn't you agree? Seeing what people in your school is like? Besides, you'll be fine, Jay, you have a dragon with you.

- Speaking of me… – interfered Toothless - Is anyone explaining to _me_ what's Sunstone Manor? I mean, Iget the "manor" part, but the rest is like no.

- It's this huge, huge mansion that some fancy family built on the mountain-side, on the only spot in Berk where you can look above the forest and through a gap in the mountains and catch a glimpse of the sea farther north – answered Hiccup -. It's said you can actually watch the sunset from there as if you were on the beach.

- But better, because you can also see the forest and the mountains setting on fire with that light – added Evelyn with a bright smile -. You're going to love it, Dean.

- Except for the fact that a whole family was murdered by this crazy-psychopathic man that didn't want to give his fortune in heritance… You know, just mention…

- Maybe, but that was… what? Fifty years ago? – she said in amusement - Your father wasn't even born… Nobody can prove it actually happened!

- Hey! It's true! – Hiccup exclaimed, pointing an accusing finger towards Evelyn - Don't you dare say it's not: you'll ruin the spooky part of my childhood!

- Listen, Sunstone it's just a place where people felt very lonely living in, and when they moved out they made up the whole murder-story to make sure nobody would sneak in and destroy the property in their absence – she argued matter-of-factly, a mischievous grin on her face.

- No! I'm not listening! – Hiccup played along, covering his ears with both hands - How do you explain the fact that all the people who have moved in there in the last decades leave after a month?

Oh, Evelyn was enjoying her mean self very much. Was this the way families teased each other? She'd forgotten that and just how much fun it was. And watching Hiccup's childish reaction made it twice funnier.

- It is a lonely place. Most people are not made for such reclusion. That's why.

- I hate her logic – Hiccup pouted, looking at Toothless as he leant back on the seat, crossing his arms like a little, disappointed child -. She's just destroyed my childhood's halloweens!

- Hey, don't worry – Toothless caressed Hiccup's cheek gently, drawing a soft grin -, your best halloweens are yet to come, right?

Somewhat slowly, but Hiccup did get the message.

- Oh, right! Right… – he turned bright red from neck to ears. Toothless smiled charmingly, moving closer to Hiccup and pressing their foreheads together in a lovely prelude to a kiss that never happened.

- Boys, remember you're not alone in this car…

Blushing and clearing their throats, both boys straightened up and giggled awkwardly.

.

.

Suddenly, a white wooden balcony appeared between the treetops, its shiny glass balustrade announcing it was Sunstone Manor. As they approached the house more and more, it became more obvious to their eyes why it had been given such name. The entire building seemed to be covered in shiny gold wherever the sunlight touched it; it was almost painful to look at. Deep inside Toothless wondered if Evelyn had chosen that house guided by her paranoia, just in case someone tried to spy at her; looking at that house through binoculars would for sure blind anyone, which was an advantage.

Yes, that was so Evelyn.

Apart from that, the house was a dream. Three levels, roof-balcony, green house, a garden that melted into the forest turning the wall invisible and making it look as if the whole forest was your garden, and…

- Ohmygods! Is that… is that…? That's a pool in your living room! – shouted Hiccup in total absolute excitement, his eyes bigger than plates. Evelyn had a friggin' swimming pool in front of her chimney!

- Oh, you noticed? – Evelyn grinned in arrogant pride, clapping rhythmically to turn on the lights -. I like living with style. There's also a jacuzzi in every bathroom of the second floor, _and_ a sauna in the third one. Big, big library (you'll enjoy it, Jay), home theater, gaming room, I trust you like playing pool…

- Can I move in with you? – asked Hiccup with big, round puppy eyes, his hands in pleading-praying-like position.

- Why? Like it? – teased Evelyn.

- YES! – exclaimed Hiccup right away. And he started running from here to there in utter fascination, observing everything, touching everything, like a little kid visiting a toy-store before christmas.

Evelyn covered her mouth with her hand in order to hide a laugh.

- I thought you were afraid of the ghosts…

- Look at this place! They'll be too busy enjoying the jacuzzi to scare anyone – disdained Hiccup, hilariously ignoring what thirty minutes ago supposedly scared him to death as a youngling -. It's like a five-star hotel in a house!

Toothless watched with an affectionate smile how Hiccup bounced on his feet trying to get a hold of himself and not to dive into that pool as he felt oh so tempted to, so the brown-haired boy distracted himself continuing to observe in adoration everything around him; the house was fascinating and luxurious in every aspect a person can wish for.

At least someone liked what he saw.

- And what about you Dean? – Evelyn quietly placed her hand on the boy's shoulder - Do you like it?

- It's… nice – Toothless burbled, trying (and failing) to sound upbeat -. Very nice… Perhaps, too nice?

- Too nice for whom? – she frowned - You perfectly know my taste…

- Yeah, yours… – the dragon-boy looked away, shrugging his shoulder to remove the woman's hand from it.

Upset for the boy's gesture but conscious that she hadn't earned the right to get mad at him for it, she let him be for the time being. Then Hiccup came running towards them, panting more excited than when he first crossed the door.

- Evelyn! Where is the library you mentioned? Can I see it?

- Sure. It's the last door on that hallway. Go enjoy yourself.

Before racing towards the signaled destination, Hiccup hesitated, exchanging looks with Toothless to invite him to come along, but the dark-haired boy shook his head in negation and told him with another look that it was ok if he went alone. Drawing half a smile, Hiccup left, his enthusiasm perhaps mined a little.

Evelyn waited until the sound of footsteps vanished at the end of the hallway to resume her conversation with Toothless.

- Well, if you think it's too much we can change a few things… We're still on time.

Eyes widening, Toothless locked his gaze with Evelyn's.

- _We?_ On_ time_?

- Yes – Evelyn nodded, deadly serious -. Listen, Dean, I didn't buy this place only for me – gradually her eyes turned into a pure expression of self-recrimination -. I would like to finally provide to you the stability you didn't have as a child and I didn't give you as a teenager. I was hoping you would move in with me… If you want, of course.

- _What?_

With a sigh, Evelyn took seat in the nearest sofa, and seconds later Toothless sat beside her, perfectly aware that it was probably going to be a talk in which he better had something to hold onto. Stability? What on earth was this woman talking about? What kind of ideas had she plotted this time? Toothless knew her all too well to know that when she wanted to amend her mistakes something drastic was to be expected.

However, he decided to wait until she spoke before jumping to any conclusions.

- You have still so much to figure out about your life – Evelyn continued -, and I'm afraid I was never very helpful with that… – she watched as Toothless raised his eyebrows in skepticism, screaming in silent "you're _afraid_? You weren't", which she perfectly knew and very much regretted - I just thought that if you stayed here you could have some… peace. I would take care of all your expenses; you could quit your job and focus on other things…

Transforming his skepticism into an offended expression, Toothless crossed his arms and fixedly stared at his female interlocutor.

- I think I'm a little too old to depend entirely on you – he stated harshly.

- You wouldn't depend economically on me, that's the point – informed Evelyn, her voice deadly serious. Toothless went confused.

- What do you mean?

Surprisingly, Evelyn lost her voice for a moment before responding, as if it was an edgy subject even for her.

As a matter of fact, it was.

- _They_ want you to join. They want to meet you. – she notified -. They've contacted me so I take you with them. You'd be working for me… for _us_ – confused the most, Toothless' eyes widened in alarm as she spoke more and more -. We would… send you on missions, and you could use your skills to help keep others myths safe; you'd get to know the world- - -

- No – Toothless interrupted right away, a shade of fear in his usually bright eyes -. I'm not ready. I'm not… I…

Smiling gently at him, Evelyn ruffled his hair with her hand in a motherly gesture very rare from her.

- I know that. I won't let them push you into this – she promised, her voice sweet, comprehensive, worthy of total trust -. But I'm telling you, not as a warning… You are not far from graduating, you need to start thinking about your future. What do you want your life to be like?

Those words felt like a fist closing around his neck: Toothless went mute, and breathless. He'd never asked himself that question. Never. When he looked into his future everything went blurred, he couldn't see more than a week ahead; it had been like that for years, half a lifetime. Deep inside he'd been about to stop believing in the future anymore, until he met Hiccup.

- I… I don't know – his voice trembled -. When you've spent half your life just fighting to survive one more day, you don't get to think too much about the future… I've never… I hadn't…

- That's precisely why I want you to stay with me. I'm not interfering in your life, I promise; I just want this place to be your haven… – Evelyn held the boy's hands - until you are ready to make a choice.

There was a knot in the dragon-boy's throat; had he tried to breathe fire he would have burned himself from the inside. It took him a long while to find his voice again, dry and shaky when he finally spoke.

- Aren't you worried I might… burn the ceiling in the middle of a nightmare?

Evelyn remained silent for a couple seconds before summoning a tender smile and answering:

- I trust that here you won't have any nightmares. A _haven_, Dean – she repeated.

_Haven_. The word echoed in his mind endless times, tempting, seductive, like a dream whispering to your ear in the language of golden serpents that all you need to do is say yes and it will come true at your command. It was too good to be true: a family, a house, a life as normal as he could get… plus a loving boyfriend… and a perfect job? It felt unreal.

- I… I need to think about it… It's too much. I… I need time…

As if the weight of the world didn't lay already on his shoulders. Toothless ran his hand through his hair and rubbed his forehead, overwhelmed, scared. This was way too much to take in for only one day. He needed time to think, to balance his options, to talk it out, to try, to grow… There were so many things he had yet to live; he was by no means ready to make such big choices.

Evelyn knew that, and fortunately she also understood.

- Take all the time you need. I'm going to be right here.

.

.

.
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* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note:<strong>_ I said big things. BIG.

( (I promise I'll edit this as soon as I'm back so you can re-read and enjoy properly. So sorry about that. Still, you can review this chapter now and then review the edited version, ;-) There's always the option to logout in order to review as many times as you want, right?) )

Thanks for helping me hit 400 reviews! ! You're all the best!

Wolfsthrope Von Schlieffen, Neko-Len-chan, Kigen Dawn,

YoshisSupport, Darkflower123, AliceCullen3,

Musical Fangirl, violet flame, Toothless is best, Lia,

Ilmazzobro, Splendidguy44, AlexJohnD, yachiru-candy-lover, Me,

and all the Guests! (would you mind giving a name so I can thank you?)
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If you want to know, my four days of vacation were amazing! ! I pretended to swim in three diferent rivers (cold, cold water... luckily the water wasn't too deep), roasted marshmallows, ate wild berries, caught frogs and lizzards, took amazing pictures for my DeviantArt, and got back home with fantastic memories to keep in mind forever! ^^

Now, off to sleep… I'm a zombie! ! (And I'm scared of them to death!)
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_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this chapter..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a _**_review_**_. _
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**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.
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_**Disclaimer:**_ Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Note:**_ Say "Congratulations!" to all your moms, ok? ^^

And finally, the new chapter is here. Sorry for the little delay, my computer is... well, is not in its best moments, I've been having some troubles.

But things are finally coming to a happy (?) end! ! ;-)

Read, enjoy, review! ! !

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 26: Trust.**

**.**

**.**

In other words and contrary to all odds, Evelyn didn't seem to have come to improve Toothless' life in Berk, she'd come to change it drastically, to remind him that things weren't and couldn't be as he wanted them to be. That wasn't her intention, of course, but that's what was happening.

- I think we should leave – the dragon boy muttered, standing up and slowly walking away from Evelyn.

- I understand, but let me drive you home- - -

- No, thanks. We'll be fine.

Toothless needed to think this on his own, without Evelyn's influence, without her expectations. Just him, his thoughts, and the only second opinion he'd listen to: Hiccup's.

Evelyn nodded and let Toothless leave without a proper goodbye; he found Hiccup in the library and told him in a tone of voice that did not accept any questioning that they were to go. Hastily saying goodbye to his mother's sister, Hiccup walked out of the house following Toothless, who hid amidst the garden's trees, shape-shifted into the Night Fury and flew away with his rider on his back, until they reached their coven.

- What was that? – asked a deeply concerned Hiccup -. What did Evelyn do to have us leaving with no explanation?

Toothless didn't reply in the time it took for him to get dressed again. When he came from behind a rock he approached Hiccup with a taint of doubt in his steps, looking rather anxious.

- Now I'm the one in need of a hug… – Toothless muttered, not daring to look Hiccup in the eye -. Would you…?

- Come 'ere – Hiccup pulled Toothless close to him and embraced him tight.

Toothless didn't let go until he felt strong again, then he gathered the guts to tell his boyfriend what Evelyn had done, providing every little detail.

Hiccup stayed quiet for a couple seconds before giving his opinion once Toothless was done speaking.

- And don't you think it'd be a good idea? To move in with her? – he said, resting his hand on Toothless' shoulder - She's right: you could use some calm and commodity for a change. Think of how easy it would be to go flying if you lived in Sunstone – well, that was a good point Toothless hadn't bothered thinking of -. Besides, quitting your job at the hotel could be kind of cool, you've told me many times that you're tired of being a bellboy.

That was another good point, and still Toothless doubted. Maybe he'd lived on his own for so long that he no longer felt capable of sharing his private space with nobody else (who wasn't Hiccup, with him he'd always feel comfortable with, no matter the situation). Deep inside, Toothless' true fear was to really get all he'd ever wanted, only to lose it later in the cruelest of manners. And if he started working with Evelyn, the risk would be imminent.

- But if I moved in with her… I'm afraid I'd have to work with her, sooner or later – he confessed. That was the big question that kept his doubts in place. If it wasn't for the whole "you're half a dragon and that implies certain responsibilities" Toothless would have loved to try leading a normal life for the first time in forever.

- Yeah, right… – Hiccup's optimism kind of vanished. He drew a confused frown - I didn't understand very well the part of "join them". Join what? Who are "they"?

- You see, Evelyn… She's part of some sort of… secret society – Toothless tried to explain -. They're some sort of mythical Greenpeace combined with the CIA… I don't really know! It's people with money, influences and families that have been protecting myths for centuries. And… that's pretty much it. I don't know anything else! And now Evelyn wants me to be one of them? Does that make any sense? – he looked at Hiccup with a very specific kind of desperation, the kind that only wants others to say they understand you, the kind that only Hiccup could satisfy.

Pulling his best solacing smile, Hiccup sat in a more relaxed position, inviting Toothless with his movement to calm down as well.

- _They_ sound like the total opposite of the Hunters.

- I guess… – Toothless admitted - But this is still confusing.

- Yes, but we can sort it out. Don't worry. You don't have to make the decision right now. It's ok.

Toothless nodded, his face the purest expression of gratefulness. He moved closer to Hiccup and they simply sat there for a long time, watching the sunlight flickering amongst the leaves and listening to each other's breath.

After the nightfall, Toothless took Hiccup to his house and then returned to his room in a tenement house's attic.

.

.

The next morning, to Hiccup's surprise, Stoick had woken up early and cooked some breakfast, which didn't smell as captivating but definitely tasted better than both that and its looks. Though surprised, Hiccup ate happily and offered to wash the dishes afterwards.

During breakfast Stoick didn't do any comments about getting drunk, or Toothless missing training (again) or Hiccup coming back home late the night before. He didn't talk about any relevant matters; he even tried the typical conversation about weather, which was either a curse or a blessing from heavens. Maybe the gods were behaving merciful and had granted the miracle of Stoick not noticing the signs or hearing the gossip about Hiccup and Toothless' relationship.

Then, as Hiccup started washing dishes and cleaning the victimized kitchen, Stoick announced that he was going out and didn't know how long it'd take.

If not for the fact that he left on foot, bearing a thoughtful expression, Hiccup would have worried. But there was no way he could chase Toothless down without the car. Right?

.

The graveyard was lonely and quiet that evening, nothing but a cold breeze disrupting the peace of the dead. The large silhouette of Stoick Haddock crossed the path amongst the tombs and headed towards the shadow of an old oak, where his beloved wife lied buried.

"Valery 'Valhallarama' Haddock – Beloved wife, mother and friend. The smile that brightened our darkest days". That was the inscription carved on the stone, the words with which they bade farewell to her.

Stoick stood right in front of the tomb, his heavy feet at the very edge of its limit. He wanted to be as close as possible to his wife, but still wasn't going to lose the respect he had for the dead.

Rubbing his face, Stoick's tired eyes settled on the letters that read his wife's name. Drawing a sad smile, he said hi and started talking to his wife's monument, as if she could hear him, and he was generous in details so she could catch up with all the things she'd missed. He'd been doing that for only the last two years, because at the beginning the pain was too much to cope and for long he couldn't drive by the graveyard without feeling he'd collapse.

This time, however, it was different. He wanted to visit Valhallarama not only because he missed her, but because he needed her advice.

Yesterday, in his son's absence, he'd had plenty of time to allow his mind go wild and paranoid and connected the dots one by one. Oh, what a shock it was.

It was indeed true and just as he'd been suspecting/fearing for a while, just as Gobber had insinuated: Hiccup and Toothless did have something going on between them. He should have known, really; apparently everyone was discussing on the matter before he even thought of the idea, but now there was no way he could un-see what was so blatantly obvious. It wasn't just the close proximity in their friendship, their out of context happiness when together, or the looks and the hugs when they thought no one would notice; it was more about the strength they gave to each other what made him realize the truth. And to be honest, he was both angered and confused.

On one hand, he was angry at Hiccup for making the wrong choices again and again and again: why did he have to be all the things that would only complicate his existence? On the other hand he was confused because: how could someone that made him so happy be so wrong for him? And then it was all anger again because Stoick couldn't, no matter how much he tried, blindly hate and deny the whole issue. He wished that he could simply hate Toothless, beat him away and do what was best for Hiccup without feeling the rest of his life miserably guilty about it.

Oh, dilemma. That's why now, more than ever, he'd turned to his wife for advice.

- Whut must I do with Hiccup? – he asked, his big hands rubbing his forehead in circular movements in a primitive massage. This whole dilemma could be very exhausting - Whut would ya do in ma place Vall?

- I think you perfectly know her answer to that question, Gerard… – came Evelyn's voice out of nowhere. Stoick looked at her with his eyes widened in surprise, and she added apologetically - Whatever it is you're asking.

- Whut're ya doin' here? – inquired Stoick, allowing himself a bit of suspicion.

Evelyn stepped ahead and touched the tombstone with the tips of her fingers, a cold shiver running through her body. Then she leaned on the oak and focused her sad eyes on the inscription.

- I've never visited her grave. Guess I somehow hoped that if I didn't, part of me would believe that Valery might come back one day…

His common harshness towards the woman vanished for a second, and Stoick nodded at her understandingly.

- Som' mornin's I still hope she'll show up…

- I know…

- This mornin' was one of 'em…

There was a long, depressed silence as they tried to hold their thoughts and emotions in place, until they could cope with the idea that Valery Valhalla was never coming back.

Evelyn broke the silence clearing her throat.

- So, what were you telling her about? – she asked Stoick.

The man stared at her fixedly as if feeling offended by the question, and didn't respond. It was kind of a private thing.

Evelyn chuckled lowly.

- Oh, please, you could play along – she suggested, a smirk barely visible on her lips -. I'm only asking out of politeness. I listened to half your monologue about Jay, I'm afraid.

Inhaling deeply, Stoick stepped ahead, this time upset for real.

- Are ya spyin' on me? ?

- Of course not! – Evelyn's voice high-pitched. It wasn't intentional, at least. She shook her hand in a disdaining gesture, warning Stoick to stay away - I don't need to, Gerard. With your booming voice even the skeletons in the furthest corner of the cemetery can hear. And they don't have ears… – she mocked - not that they need to.

Ok, that was the tone of voice every woman in the world used when really upset. Stoick didn't need the memory to be fresh to remember it was better to back away and apologize for whatever it was you did wrong.

- A'right! Get it! Sorry. Calm down Ev'lyn.

- Fine – the woman crossed her arms, her chin higher than usual -, apology accepted.

- Didn' mean t'tease ya.

- Right…

With both of them looking in opposite directions, things couldn't get any tenser. Damn! Why their interactions had to be so damn uncomfortable? It wasn't as if they loathed each other, no. They were simply… incompatible. Some people are like that, they don't need a reason.

- So… – Evelyn tried to resume the former attempt at a conversation - About your question for Valery. How, uhm… How did you find about Jay and Dean?

Low punch. Knock out. Those were the sensations that invaded Stoick's mind when Evelyn spoke her incredibly indiscrete question. The man's face went livid, his fists clenching so tight his knuckles turned white.

- Ya've known all along? ?

- Not _all_ along… only since I first put a foot on Berk – seriously, could this woman be any more irritating?

- An' ya never thought of _tellin' me_? ?!

- As if we trusted each other that much – Evelyn raised an eyebrow in skepticism -. Come on, Gerard. Would you have told me had things happened the other way around?

Raising a fist automatically, and freezing it mid-air because there was no way he would punch a woman, Stoick had enough time to realize that Evelyn's argument was totally valid. Damn clever woman.

- Well… can't argue 'gainst tha' – he gave in, relaxing his tense fighter muscles.

Evelyn had her second eyebrow rising at the height of the first one, notoriously unimpressed.

- If it makes you feel any better, I would've never imagined it before that day.

- Me neither… – the man gritted, his jaw extremely tight and his voice dense.

- Oh, gods, did I sense a bit of homophobia there? ? Don't tell me you are that close-minded, because Valery was all equality and human rights- - -

- I'm no homophobe – Stoick declared, his honesty clear even through his uneasiness -. 'Tis jus' som'thin' I never thought I'd've t'deal with.

- Well, that's great, since I was about to ask you: what if I was like that?

Stoick's jaw dropped.

- Are ya? ? ?

Despite knowing it would be incredibly amusing to let the man believe so, Evelyn didn't play for lies unless they were useful to keep the Night Fury safe, and this lie was irrelevant for Dean's safety. It wasn't as if Stoick would hurt him for his sexual preferences when his hands weren't full of eel. Fine, she was telling the truth.

- …No. But what if? – she insisted, testing the sincerity in Stoick's declaration - Our relationship can't get any worse, now can it?

- It'd be pretty much tha same – admitted Stoick.

- And why is it different with your son? – softening her voice, Evelyn pronounced the question as if she was a therapist about to unravel the very core of the problem.

- Precis'ly 'cause he's ma son! – Stoick exclaimed, exasperated. Wasn't it obvious? - This ain'… common…

- Thanks for not saying "normal"! Your son is different, Gerard, he's a very special boy, just like his mom – she assured, doing her best to make it sound as if it were the most common thing in the world.

- This'll jus' bring 'im trouble… – Stoick ranbled, refusing to listen Evelyn's reasoning.

How she wished to slap him in that very second.

Firm as only she, Evelyn placed herself in front of Stoick, her superiority emanating from every pore on her skin, hoping that would be enough to control this man. If not, well, she enjoyed shaking people by their shoulders every now and then.

- He is stronger than you think. His fate is greater than we all would have imagined – she said, authoritative -. It's his life, his choice. You are _not_ meant to _judge_. You're his father! Your job is to support him, period. Somewhere beneath all that muscle, lays a big heart that Valery fell in love with. Don't disappoint her. Don't disappoint your son.

That was, definitely, better than any slap, shake or punch in the world. The way Evelyn had locked her eyes with Stoick's when pronouncing and accentuating every word was like a wake-up call for the man. If somebody like Evelyn sounded more reasonable than him when it came to parental issues, you knew there was something that needed to be fixed.

Trying not to feel like a reprimanded child, Stoick sighed, releasing tension.

- Whut should I do?

Evelyn doubted, as if the most complicated question had been made. "This is all yours, Valery" she thought, but her sister wasn't coming to her rescue. This was up to her.

- Your relationship with Jay is healing, isn't it?

- That's whut I thought, but then I find out he's keepin' this secret an'- - -

- Shh-shh-shh – she moved her hands dramatically in supporting silencing motions -. Calm down, and breathe. With that attitude you think he's gonna trust you?

- He trust'd ya! – Stoick accused, kind of pouty to know his son had trusted Evelyn and not him.

- No! No, no, no, no! They didn't tell me, I found out.

- Hiccup didn'… tell ya?

- No – Evelyn repeated, then analyzed the fact a little bit deeper and reminded to Stoick why nobody told him anything -. Of course I had more chances of being told, since they know I'm not going to punch anyone in the face.

- Whut? – Stoick shrieked, offended.

- Or are you going to tell me it wasn't you? – Evelyn defied, pointing at Stoick with her long finger - Who else in this entire city could have hurt Dean like that? You know better than anyone he can stand his ground.

- Well… I… this… Arg! – Stoick smashed his fist against the tree next to his wife's grave.

- See? If you want him to ever trust you, you have to prove that this is _not_ going to be your reaction – Evelyn advised matter-of-factly.

- So whut? I should jus' go hom' an' preten' I know n'thing? Ev'rythin's fine?

- For now. Yes. Keep walking this path until you realize you love Jay so much that you don't care about _anything_ but his happiness.

Looking down in a reflexive gesture, Stoick muttered, all heartedly:

- I lov' him. Only want 'im t'be happy…

- Great. Then when he realizes this is what you feel, he'll trust you. And he will tell you everything there is to be told. You just have to wait – spontaneously, and a little bit unconsciously, since she didn't realize she'd even done it, Evelyn placed a supporting hand on the man's back -. Patience, Gerard. This is barely round three. There's still nine to go.

Well, if there was a perfect way to put a final period to this conversation, it was through the boxing reference Evelyn had just used.

Maybe this woman wasn't as irritating as Stoick originally found her. Every blue moon you could see in her one or two traits that reminded you of Valhallarama.

Noticing how the air had shifted, Stoick looked at his wife's grave, and for a second he could have sworn that he sensed a smile in the ambiance, emanating from Valery's tombstone.

Evelyn must have felt it too, because out of the blue she looked slightly puzzled. Or maybe she was just wondering from where the hell had those moments of understanding with Stoick come.

- And where did ya get all this… mum-like wisdom? – Stoick blurted, curious for real. He knew the woman was a surgeon-like doctor, not a therapist-like one.

- Very slowly, perhaps, but I have learned many things from Dean – she replied with a chuckle, glad to give credit to the boy.

And Stoick hated to admit it, but so had he.

.

.

After calling Snotlout and making sure his dad hadn't gone to recruit some back-up in case he wanted to go beat someone up, Hiccup could finally relax and spend his saturday morning as every geek teenager should: playing roll-play games online. Fishlegs had enrolled him on a mission to get a troll's head, and Aura signed up to help with her elf's magical skills, and they were knocking out the online competition to clear the road to the swamp and track down the victim that would give them like a gazillion points if killed.

Every fifteen minutes or so, Toothless would send a message wishing them good luck and cursing his job that had trapped him again on the weekend shift. "Remember you got a chance to change that" texted Hiccup once. "We'll discuss it later. Now kill that troll" was Toothless' reply. Hiccup didn't need to be told twice, and he and Fishlegs and Aura cleared the floor with virtual troll blood.

Knowing Toothless wouldn't be available until the evening, Hiccup decided it would be a good idea to cook something special for dinner, not only because that would keep him busy, but also because nothing wiped his dad's memory clear like tasty food.

So he cleaned the dust from his mom's old recipes book and got down to work.

His dad arrived when he was still cutting some vegetables and throwing them into the pot of boiling water. He mentioned something about the good smell and sat at the kitchen's table where his thoughts kept him occupied for several minutes. Everything seemed to go normally, until Stoick dropped the bomb.

- Hiccup, son – he began -… do ya keep 'ny secrets from me?

The boy couldn't help but gulp; fortunately he wasn't facing his father at the time, and he didn't notice.

- Why do you say that?

- Ya an' I were apart for lon'. Was jus' thinkin' tha' there mus' be a handful o' thin's I don' know 'bout ya.

- Dad, I'm not a complicated person – yeah, right, he could listen all of his friends' laughter in his head before that pathetic lie - Even when we weren't that close you knew what I was up to. You know practically everything about my life, dad. Of course I don't keep any secrets from you!

Judging by the following silence, it seemed as if the matter was solved. Hiccup should have known better of his luck.

- I think ya do – Stoick stated, deadly serious.

"Don't panic, Hiccup, keep cutting vegetables, he could be talking about anything. Don't try to change the subject or he'll suspect, let him speak until he runs out of conversation. He's hungry, shouldn't take long…"

- Ok, tell me one thing – Hiccup sort of challenged, faking calm as best as he could -, _one_ single thing that you believe I'm keeping a secret.

- Toothless.

The knife hit the floor, along with Hiccup's soul. This couldn't be happening, it had to be a nightmare! When did he fall asleep? Wake up! Wake up! Everything inside of him was going completely crazy in panic. His knees began shaking, he sweated, his sight went blurry, and the goddamned hiccups were threatening to show up.

Slowly, Hiccup turned around, holding for dear life onto the table, and faced his father.

One look was all it took for him to realize that denying it would be useless.

- Ho-how long have you known? – he mumbled, though every single word required from him amounts of strength he didn't know he owned. Why couldn't the earth swallow him right then? He had a good taste!

Stoick placed both hands on the table, fingers stretched out as an exercise to prevent them from closing into fists.

- Long 'nough, apparen'ly – he said -. I was suspicious ya were seein' som'one for a while, never imagin'd tha'… Well, never thought tha' ya two… tha' ya were…

- Dad, I wasn't… Listen, I…

- Firs' I wan'ed t'punch ya, but realiz'd it wasn' ya' fault, so I wan'ed t'punch 'im- - -

- And you did. It was you, right? – Hiccup reproached in a whisper - You gave him the black eye.

- I don' remember – Stoick admitted, uncomfortable -. Was very drunk an' very angry… Thought it was a dream o' sorts…

- Dad, I… I don't know what to say… I… I wish you hadn't punched him… – because if that had not happened, perhaps Hiccup wouldn't be as afraid.

- Yeah, I'm startin' t'wish tha' too – Stoick regretted, because had he not done that, perhaps his son would trust him this time, perhaps their relationship wouldn't be in risk of crumbling apart all over again. The man locked eyes with his son's, trying to communicate his apology through that mere gesture; and when he spoke, he did so with all sincerity -. Wasn't easy t'admit, son, but Toothless ain' a bad guy… I fin'lly understood… He's good for ya, Hiccup.

A gleam of hope, intertwined with the remaining shades of fear, lighted Hiccup's eyes.

- Wha-what did you say?

- Took me a while t'figure out – Stoick continued, his hands still on the table, his fingers voluntarily paralyzed. Not closing them into fists was the only way the man could keep himself under control; Valhallarama had given him that tip after the first time Hiccup was troublesome enough as a child to earn a strike as punishment-, but he's tha reason ya start'd comin' to ma classes in tha first place. If not for 'im, ya an' I'd've never spent all tha' time t'gether, we wouldn' be father an' son right now. You'd've never told me whut ya really thought about me an' I'd've never realiz'd tha mistakes I'd made – it was the hardest thing to admit, but Stoick knew it was the truth, and showing Hiccup that he was aware of that was the only way he could think of to gain his total trust again -. He gave ya confidence, he made ya feel… stronger. He help'd ya in ways I fail'd to all these six years an' thanks t'tha' ya were able t'help me. Toothless is a good frien'.

- But he is… more… more than my friend, dad – stuttered Hiccup.

- Yeah… tha's tha complicated part – Stoick sighed -. Listen, Hiccup, I'm tryin' not t'judge ya but… kinda need t'know _why_.

Well, that was an interest Hiccup didn't expect his father to show. It wasn't an easy question. Actually, now that he thought about it, it was quite hard to give an answer, to decipher and unravel the complex combination of emotions that had led him and Toothless to their inevitable romance.

- I… I don't know. Well, I do but… not really – Hiccup couldn't help the taint of blush on his cheeks, even knowing he was before his father -. It just happened, dad. We just… bonded.

- Fear'd ya'd say tha'…

- Listen, dad… I… I'm not going to leave Toothless – Hiccup declared, scared but determined. He'd already made the choice to stand for what he had with Toothless, and he was intending to keep it; he wouldn't let go of Toothless, not now, not never -. You can punch him, you can punch _me_, but I'm not leaving him.

Shocked to see the courage his son was pulling out of his feelings for that guy, Stoick would have needed a stone-heart to break them apart. He couldn't take this away from his son; and he wasn't going to.

- I ain' askin' ya to – he said.

- You're not? ? – Hiccup exclaimed at once, stunned.

- No… – guaranteed Stoick, although it cost him a bit of effort.

Hiccup felt how the tension drained from him body, leaving him without energy, but incredibly relieved. Had he heard right? Was his father… giving a try? It all seemed to be too god to be true; maybe he should get his expectations this high.

- Does… does that mean that you… are ok with _us_? ? – he whispered, secretly fearing the response. Stoick doubted.

- Well, uh, Hiccup… Why couldn' ya just pick a girl?

- I chose Toothless.

- I know! I know… – Stoick rubbed his face, feeling the intense gaze of his son upon him, demanding an answer - Listen, if ya ever com' t'me lookin' for advice on whether t'pick 'im or any random girl in tha world, I'll tell ya t'pick tha girl, ok?

- That's not gonna happen – said Hiccup.

- I know tha' too! – exclaimed the father. Gosh, he really needed some lessons on how to express himself with words; he'd never been the talkative kind of person, that why he boxed for Odin's sake! This was, easily, the most complicated experience in his life: finding the words to talk with his son - I'm tryin' t'be a good father, really, I try… Jus'… this ain' easy for me Hiccup! But I'm tryin', really…

There was a long moment of awkward silence, interrupted by one sporadic hiccup. Then, Stoick stood up and walked to his son, and to the boy's everlasting surprised, hugged him.

- I'm gonna support ya, Hiccup. I'm really tryin' – he said, and his son's face brightened up with the same smile he'd inherited from his mother - Jus' don' be too frien'ly in fron' o' me, ok? I'm still dealin' with all this.

- Thanks dad! ! – Hiccup hugged him back, tightly.

.

.

He couldn't wait to tell Toothless! ! He needed to see him right now! As soon as he and his father were done with the subject, Hiccup called Toothless and told him to leave HN as soon as possible and meet him in the coven. Hiccup went through the forests by foot, so excited that he didn't even feel the long journey; he simply ran and jumped and screamed in utter happiness all the way.

When Toothless finally arrived at the forest, in his hybrid form, he was welcomed with a tackling hug and a passionate kiss from the happiest Hiccup he'd ever seen.

- My dad knows – Hiccup informed as soon as his lips separated from Toothless'.

- What?! ! – Toothless shrieked, panicked - N-no, c-can't be! What are we gonna- - -?

- Toothless, Toothless! ! Calm down – Hiccup shushed, smiley -. He'd still choose a girl over you any day of the week, but he's ok with us! Or at least he's trying.

- What? ?

- We don't have to hide anymore! ! – Hiccup pulled Toothless back for an intense, prolonged kiss, and smiled against his lips.

After they pulled apart, giggling like idiots, Toothless remained silent for a long time, looking at Hiccup with the most loving and adoring expression flooding his eyes, playing with a lock of brown hair wrapped around his fingers.

- What? – wondered Hiccup, with a feeling Toothless might have something very, very important to say. Almost choking on his words, Toothless stuttered, nervous.

- Hiccup, I… It's just that… I…

- What? – Hiccup insisted in a whisper. But in the end Toothless couldn't gather the courage to say what he wanted to.

- Nothing. I'm happy.

.

.

.

.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note:<strong>_ Oh, Toothless, you shouldn't be afraid of letting him know just how deep your emotions are. If you feel it, say it! ! But it's never easy, now is it? ;-) Because if it were, well, there wouldn't be a story, right?

I'm so very glad with this chapter because finally Stoick has come to terms with their relationship in a good way. YAY! ! And Evelyn is probably in her best moment, which makes me really proud for my capacity to build up a character.

I guess now we can focus back on the other parts of the story, right?

.

Thank you very much for reading and coping all along!

.

Wolfsthrope Von Schlieffen, Neko-Len-chan, Kigen Dawn, YoshisSupport,

Darkflower123, AliceCullen3, Musical Fangirl, violet flame,

Toothless is best, Lia, Ilmazzobro, Splendidguy44, AlexJohnD,

yachiru-candy-lover, ME, and the Guests (I meant the name stuff, guys).

.

Oh, and guess what? I finally bought my sewing machine! ! That means I can finally start working on the Toothless hoodie I want to wear for the HtTyD 2 premiere. ^^ Cool, huh?

.

_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this chapter..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a _**_review_**_._


	27. Liberation

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.

.

_**Disclaimer:**_ Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Note:**_ Ok, so here are the whys: my job is absorbing me like crazy, my computers (laptop and desktop) super broke (stupid viruses! !), I did manage to finish my Toothless hoodie (with wings and tail and everything! !) and wore it when I went to the cinema to watch HtTyD 2 for the first time! ! I laughed, cried, enjoyed, suffered, felt... Oh, my FEELS! ! ! ! !

And of course, here is my glorious return! Or at least I attempt to make it glorious. I did try, I swear. My FEELS! ! ! !

Now read, read, read, my dears, feed your Toothcup thirst! ! !

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 27: Liberation.**

**.**

**.**

First things first, of course; as soon as monday arrived Hiccup and Toothless had to go and share the good news with their friends. Aura, Ruffnut and Astrid, to their very own surprise, fangirled hard. Fishlegs celebrated for his friends' good luck. Snotlout couldn't help but formulate alien-abduction theories with Tuffnut's help, because he would have never imagined that uncle Stoick wouldn't… well, kill something when finding that out.

- I guess things are finally going right for you two – said Astrid, happy for them. Who would have thought that now she got along with Toothless so well that she'd turned from jealous ex-girlfriend into biggest fan… kind of.

- Bet now you two are gonna get all romantic, like, all the time – sniggered Ruffnut.

Hiccup blushed bright red, but Toothless smirked unimpressed.

- And I bet you'd like to see that – he replied mischievously.

Ruffnut tried to come up with some clever counterattack, but she couldn't think of any! Swallowing her attempt at words, this time she was the one to turn red.

- Damn you Night! – she yelled.

- You're so embarrassing me – complained Tuffnut.

- You're so embarrassing all of us – groaned Snotlout.

- Oh, calm down, it's no big deal – interfered Hiccup.

- It is for me – Toothless mumbled to his ear.

- For me too, but we're trying to prove them nothing will change – he mumbled back.

Everybody around looked at them with expressions that read: We can hear you.

- Guys, I think everything changed since the moment you first sat at our table – said Fishlegs, staring fixedly at Toothless -. But it's a good change, like when you guys – he pointed at the four Vikings of the group - sat at our table. Remember?

- I do – smiled Astrid -, and we're all happy for you two. Is gonna be weird as hell… nah, it is already, but we are happy for you two – she looked around as if to make sure her friends shared her mind, and noticed Snotlout wasn't as excited as everyone else. Well, it wasn't such big deal, he'd actually been a lot cooler than everybody expected with the whole Hiccup-is-with-Toothless matter ever since they found out; if he needed a bit of time to adjust right now, nobody would blame him. Still, Astrid prompted -. Right Snotlout?

- Uh? – he mumbled in surprise, then added with tiny sarcasm - Yeah, yeah… super happy. _Euphoric_.

- You know what that word means? – teased Aura, exchanging entertained looks with Astrid.

- 'Course I do! Wouldn't use it if I didn't! – he leaned closer to Tuffnut and whispered to him - It means happy, right?

- What do I know? – grumbled Tuffnut.

Everyone rolled their eyes, holding their laughter back. Ruffnut face-palmed in utter shame.

- You're sooo embarrassing me, you belchin' worm.

.

.

So now their friends were up to date, and they were all celebrating for them. That was a good thing, but there was still one tiny detail to fix.

It was time for the truth.

Toothless had been purposely missing his fighting lessons at Stoick's gym, and it was about time he resumed where he'd left. There was no point in avoiding the man, anyways, now that he fully knew that Toothless kept a relationship with his only son.

- Come on, Toothless, you can do it – said Hiccup as he pushed a terrified Toothless by his back and towards the gym's entrance.

- You know, we don't have to do it today… or tomorrow…

- You said you were ready – argued Hiccup, still pushing.

If Toothless were a cat this would be the moment where he arches his back, hisses and runs away. Actually, if he were in his dragon form that's exactly what he would do.

- I changed my mind: I can't do it! – Toothless dug his heels on the ground, making every attempt of Hiccup to push him forward useless.

Seeing how he wasn't getting any further, Hiccup let go of the black-haired boy, stomped his feet and pouted very childishly.

- Toothless!

- Hiccup! – he pouted back, adding a bit of worry and terror to his expression.

And then Toothless did the puppy eyes; unintentional, honest and irresistible puppy eyes. Hiccup struggled against his need to hug and spoil those eyes.

- Come on, Toothless. Show your courage, you can do this.

Pressing his lips in a thin line, his eyes bigger and brighter than ever, Toothless shook his head in vehement negation. Hiccup sighed, resting his hand on Toothless' cheek.

- You have to talk with my dad. This means a lot to me.

- I know but… I…

- You're nervous? – Hiccup rubbed his thumb lovingly against Toothless' face.

- Terrified – he gulped -. And that doesn't even begin to describe it…

- Everything's gonna be fine – assured Hiccup -. He said he was going to try.

- Yeah, he can wait five minutes before attacking and still say he _"tried"_ – the dragon boy accentuated the last words with quotation marks and a very bad poker face.

- Oh, you! Come on, he's not like that.

Toothless raised his eyebrows skeptically, staring at Hiccup with his still blackened eye defying. "Ok, you win this one" thought Hiccup, defeated.

- Ok, he's not gonna be like that this time. Promise.

Toothless sighed dramatically and leaned against the closest wall.

- Can we go back to the secrecy times?

- If you have a memory-wiper or a time machine… – Hiccup muttered sarcastically.

- Actually, we do have one…

- Would you really want to go back in time? After all we had to do to make it here?

- I meant the memory-wiping, you know, like… – but Toothless ran out of words before he could even try to pretend he was taking the joke seriously - I'm not ready to face your father…

Cupping the dragon boy's face between both his hands, Hiccup told him:

- Hey, we're getting through this together. Just breathe, ok?

- I'm breathing, but I'm afraid I'm gonna spit fire any second…

- Well, if you do that, try not to burn my dad's beard and you'll be safe.

Toothless couldn't resist it, he had to laugh sincerely, and while doing so he could sense how each and every one of his muscles relaxed if just a little.

- Ok, I'm giving it a try, but I can't promise I'm not flying away if things get out of control.

- You can't fly without me.

- Damn. I'm gonna have to face this one way or another, am I not?

Hiccup nodded at him, looking somewhat sorry for forcing his boyfriend into this when he was (or so he said) so obviously not ready for it. But it was something that had to be done.

- But we're going to be ok – Hiccup guaranteed, brushing his lips against Toothless' in a quick, solacing kiss -. Now let's go.

Lucky them, in the moment they walked inside the gym Stoick was very busy training with this guy that wanted to go to a national competition and didn't notice their presence. They had time to go to the dressing rooms, wash their faces, try to hide in the bathrooms ("Toothless you can't stay in there forever!") and make it to the ring once their spirits were more under control.

- Uff… Come on, Toothless, breathe – he thought, doing his best to appease his desperation -. You've been through worse. Remember Edinburgh. Nothing can be worse than Edinburgh… Although, that time at East End was also pretty bad… Ok, and bad things have happened here too… And Carlisle, I didn't remember that time in Carlisle…

- Toothless, wake up! – called Hiccup, a little bit startled. His tone of voice brought the dragon-boy back to reality -. He's coming…

- Hey there, son. Glad t'see ya're trainin'… with… Toothless… – Stoick narrowed his eyes and snorted very subtly, though Toothless, with his heightened senses, could hear it like a lion roar.

The boy cleared his throat.

- Hello… uhm… Stoi-sir… Stoick- - -coach.

- We've a conversation missin', lad – the man grumbled, drawing a poker-face.

Toothless giggled incredibly nervous, wishing for the earth to swallow him alive. Now this would be a good time to fly away.

- So… howareyoutoday?

A corner of Stoick's mouth twitched.

- Still wishin' ya were a girl, lad.

- Dad!

- If I were, sir, I wouldn't hit as hard – Toothless challenged, mustering whatever guts he could gather from wherever he could find them. Surprisingly enough, Stoick responded with a fake laughter, smashing his big hand against Toothless' back in an attempted pat -… and that would have hurt… but it didn't, 'cause I'm a boy.

Grumbling because his strength didn't impress this boy as he was used to, Stoick walked away, and though his shoulders were notoriously tense, his eyes didn't really look angry.

Toothless touched rapidly his body from face to torso, as if testing his own physical consistency.

- I'm still alive? ? ThankyouOdin…

- See? It wasn't that bad – smiled Hiccup.

- He wishes I were a girl. I don't see how that isn't bad.

- No. He is secretly wishing he could really wish you were a girl – said Hiccup in an amused tone -. He likes you too much. I'm impressed… and relieved.

- Ah, you think so? – Toothless mumbled sarcastically. He wasn't so sure anymore but, well, Hiccup had to know Stoick way better than he did, right?

- You should have heard the things he said about you, how he understood what we mean for each other… I couldn't believe it but… it's real. I now see it's real. He really is going to try.

- How can you know that? – insisted Toothless in disbelief.

- You said it yourself: you're still alive – Hiccup drew a smirk, and Toothless a pout.

- Ha-ha, hilarious, Hiccup, _hilarious_…

- So you got the joke? – he said, light-hearted - Come on, Tooth, gimme a smile. Smile!

He started to poke Toothless, and out of tickles he did give Hiccup the smile he wanted.

- People are staring – Toothless reminded amidst chuckles.

- I don't care anymore.

- You don't…? – he had to pause for a laugh - Enough with the tickles! ! You're worse than a Terrible Terror! Did you know that?

- Why? – Hiccup smirked, more mischievous than ever - Get sensitive with tickles?

- You're a baby Terrible Terror! ! Stop the tickles and get down to training! – finally Toothless broke free from the unbearable poking, as Hiccup rolled down the floor in hysteric laughter - You know I'm getting my revenge with this training, don't you?

- Not if I'm lucky enough to train with Hammerhead.

- Very smart, but you're not. I got fifty bucks here that I bet he'll be willing to take to switch places with me.

- You wouldn't – defied Hiccup.

- Watch me – Toothless smirked back.

Hiccup had to watch Hammerhead taking the money and mocking him, and then he had to stand Toothless' vengeance under the disguise of a gazillion push-ups and punches.

All the time everyone in the gym stared at them, particularly the pros, but nobody said anything because every time somebody attempted to snigger or insult them in low voice, Stoick glared at them and they would wisely keep their opinions to themselves.

.

.

That day they stayed until late because Stoick asked for their help to do some cleaning in the gym. Toothless tried to run away because it was pretty obvious the man was just trying to set up a moment alone with him, but Hiccup convinced him to call his boss at Hotel Nordic and get permission to arrive a little late to work. He wasn't going to use his job as an excuse; it was important that he and Stoick had this conversation.

They were waiting outside the gym, watching the rain softly pour down the sky. If not for the circumstances, they might have even played a "spot-a-dragon" game, which was great fun in cloudy days. But Stoick would come out every minute now.

- Just calm down, be brave – encouraged Hiccup, arranging the neck of Toothless' hood adoringly -. And if he changes his mind… we're running away together.

- Really? – Toothless drew the same smile that Hiccup as he nodded -. Wow, now I want him to punch me in the other eye.

- I can punch you if you insist so much – said a sarcastic Hiccup.

- Ha-ha, you're so funny today.

Pulling him closer by the waist, Toothless reduced the gap between Hiccup and himself.

- Guys, if you're gonna kiss, gimme time to walk away – came a voice.

They pulled apart in a second.

- Hi Snotlout! – saluted Hiccup, slight blush on his cheeks - What brings you over here?

- What brings me…?! I've spent more time in this gym than you in the library, Hiccup – his cousin responded, a little bit offended -. How you think I got the muscle to be quarterback? Been working these babes for a lifetime! – Snotlout said showing off his biceps.

Rolling his eyes at how ridiculously presumptuous Snotlout had just given himself away, Hiccup added:

- You know what I mean.

Understanding how these guys would never understand the beauty of a thoroughly worked out muscle, Snotlout replied:

- Uncle Stoick asked my dad for some auto parts, and I brought them. Mentioned there's this noise in the motor when you turn the pick-up on?

- Hadn't mentioned it to me – said Hiccup.

- Guess you two have _other_ things to talk about…

- So, you're driving again – interrupted Toothless with urgency to change the conversation topic.

Snotlout looked at the car he'd parked a couple meters away, his eyes rather nostalgic.

- Just this once, my dad's still angry – he pulled a dramatic mask over his tough features and one manly crocodile tear slid down his right cheekbone -. Maybe in two weeks he'll finally begin to be impressed by the clean dishes and the done laundry.

He walked towards the car and spread his arms to hug it (or hug her, because as every car-lover he referred to the vehicle as a she), spoke a long monologue of how much he loved her and how he missed her and how soon enough they'd be driving off the road together and how one day he'd get her new leather seats.

Hiccup patted his cousin's back and smiled apologetically to him, because maybe he didn't understand his love for a car, but he did understand what it was like to be grounded.

After Snotlout let out all his frustration, he cleaned his fake tear with a dramatic sniff, drew his regular tough expression again, and turned to Hiccup.

- So, how's it going with uncle Stoick?

- Well it's… going – Hiccup scratched the back of his neck, not very sure of how he should answer that question -. I say we're fine, but Toothless won't believe me. He thinks my dad is gonna kill him as soon as he gives his back or something.

- Naaah, that's not uncle Stoick. He kills you on your face or he doesn't – Snotlout said to Toothless, on what pretended to be a totally relaxed note -. And you're still alive so I'd say you totally got this.

- Exactly my point – agreed Hiccup.

- Don't believe it! This black eye reminds me to be wary! – Toothless pointed his face

- That was uncle Stoick? ? ? – asked a shocked Snotlout.

- Where have you been the last week? – exclaimed Toothless and Hiccup in unison.

Snotlout couldn't think of any argument that spared him the humiliation of being the distracted boy he was, and he had to stand the incredulous mocking of his friends for… being the distracted boy he was. In that moment he really wished the twins were by his side, because Tuffnut always provided the perfect scapegoat for this kind of situations.

- Snotlout, ya came! Got whut I ask'd Spitelout? – Stoick's voice boomed out of the gym.

The three of them froze at the spot, and Snotlout could have bet Toothless swallowed his tongue in that gulp.

- Hi, uncle Stoick – he tried to speak normally -. Yeah, it's there in the car.

- Great! – the man got his keys out of his pocket and tossed them at Snotlout -. Get it 'nto tha pick-up, boys.

- Ok – Snotlout exchanged looks with Hiccup and Toothless and the three of them started to walk.

- Wait… err, Toothless… Can ya gimme a han' over 'ere?

In the very second he heard his name pronounced, Toothless inhaled deeply, closing his eyes and biting his lips. He slowly turned around, wishing that Hiccup told him some words of solace and confidence, but with the piercing eyes of Stoick upon them, they didn't dare any contact beyond locking gazes.

- Uhm… yeah, sure… – the boy stuttered as he approached Stoick, who opened the gym door to make it clear that he wanted to speak "alone, in private, out of sight". Just the three characteristics required for a successful murder - Just, uhm… make it fast because… I don't wanna be late for job… YouknowHotel'sbusythistimeoftheyearand- - -

- Stop talkin', lad.

- Yessir.

Looking down and feeling the heat growing in his chest, Toothless crossed the door, into a treacherous half illumination: there was enough darkness for a tinge of flaming light to be seen emanating from his nostrils every time he exhaled. He couldn't remember the last time he'd been so nervous as to merge his dual identities into a single messy one. He covered his face in a heartbeat.

Stoick turned all the lights on, which made Toothless deflate in relief because: a) his fire breath was no longer visible, and b) there was no perfect murder in an illuminated ambiance.

He could finally quit his hands off his face, after making sure that under that light he looked as normal as he could.

Seeing that gesture, Stoick misunderstood that Toothless was so bloody scared he might throw up out of nervousness, and decided to go easier on him.

- Ya an' I gotta've a serious talk, Toothless – the man started.

- I-I know what you're going to say, but you have to let me explain- - -

- Ya don' know whut I'm gonna say – Stoick had him shut at once, looking at the boy grimly -. Ya don' know me at all… But ya know ma son, an' ya care 'bout 'im. Is tha' so? – Toothless was honestly stunned, and he wasn't able to speak at all -. Is tha' right? – repeated Stoick, a little aggressive.

- Yes! Yes! ! – Toothless yelled -. I care about him, more than I care for myself!

- An' whut exac'ly did ya do t'have 'im carin' back for ya? – Stoick narrowed his eyes in venomous suspicion. A drop of cold sweat slid down Toothless' forehead; he had to scratch the back of his head.

- Didn't sell my soul to the devil, if that's what you're thinking – he mumbled shyly -. He cared for me first, and I don't know what I did to deserve it. I pretended to be a jerk when I first met him, but he… – Toothless couldn't help but get lost in his lovely memories and draw a cute, nostalgic smile - He could see me just the way I am, and no one had done that before… I've felt so alone… except when he was around… and he was just… wow…

- Ya're talkin' about ma son – groaned Stoick.

- Yeah, sorry – Toothless mentally slapped himself -. I know what you're thinking. I don't deserve Hiccup, I know it. I know it looks like I just came into his life to screw everything up but- - -

- How many times I've t'say it? – interrupted Stoick - Ya don' know whut I'm thinkin', Toothless. I ain' tryin' t'push ya away from Hiccup.

The burning heat that was about to melt Toothless' chest and stop his heartbeat softened until it became a cozy warm that spread through his body. Had he heard right?

- You're not? ?

Stoick rubbed his face in frustration.

- Didn' he tell ya we already talk'd 'bout it?

- Well, he did, but… it's kinda hard to believe that you're… not upset about… us…

Then an awkward moment of awkward silence.

- I do think ya're gonna get 'im in lots o' troubles because of… _this_ – spoke Stoick after a minute -. But before he met ya I would've never thought he'd have whut it takes t'face trouble.

- I… don't think I understand what you're saying – Toothless frowned in confussion.

Stoick sighed, crossing his arms. He fixed his eyes on Toothless and the boy's brain almost drowns in awkwardness.

- I'm sayin' tha' I understan'… kinda. It ain' easy, but I try. Ya came into his life t'change it for good, ev'ryone can see tha'. He'd never been this stron', confiden', determin'd… No' since his mom died… an' I thought I'd never see tha' Hiccup again…

- I didn't do anything – Toothless smiled humbly -; he's always been like that.

- Ya did – in that moment Stoick's eyes lit with a gleam of appreciation, and it was that very look the one that made Toothless understand that Hiccup was right: he _was_ trying -. Ya gave 'im courage, Toothless, an' I… I'd like t'thank ya for tha'.

Toothless blinked repeatedly in total absolute shock.

- Really? You… you're really trying to come to terms with… with _us_?

- Only if whut ya've with ma son is real – Stoick's face went deadly serious, a little angered even -. I know Hiccup's willin' t'go 'gainst tha world an' me for ya, but are ya gonna do tha same? 'Cause if I find out tha' ya're playin' with 'im- - -

Toothless burst out in an involuntary, completely nervous and completely honest laugh.

- You're asking if my feelings for Hiccup are real? Wow… – for reasons beyond his understanding, he felt incredibly liberated when he understood what Stoick's real worry with the whole "my son is into guys" issue was: he was just worried his son might get hurt, like any father would, like any person would. The man was just being all the protective he'd failed to be for the last years. That's why Hiccup was so confident that Stoick would really try (and succeed) to accept their relationship - You don't have to worry – Toothless guaranteed with the brightest of smiles -. It's real: I'm in love with Hiccup! I love him! ! – _"Wait what?"_ - Waitwhat? ?

Stoick coughed his lungs out in that moment, as shocked as Toothless for the sudden revelation.

- _Whut? ?_ Whut did ya jus' say? – Stoick's expression went close to livid, and Toothless choked on his own words - Those're stron' words, lad.

Yes, they were. Toothless knew they were, and those words had come straight out of his heart. He hadn't even thought about it before speaking, it just happened. It was how he felt.

He loved Hiccup Haddock. And now he was fully aware of it.

- But it's true… It's what I feel… – his tone of voice literally shining in realization - I feel it!

- Whoa… – Stoick took a hand to the head - This is som'thin' ya shouldn' be sayin' t'me. Too much for me t'handle! – unfortunately for him, Toothless couldn't care less now about what his reaction might be, he was gone to his land of dreams. And now that Stoick needed some time to digest the dialogues he'd just listened to, the only place he wanted this boy to be was somewhere else - Jus' go out there, make me tha bes' father in tha world an' tell Hiccup we're good!

The black-haired boy didn't need to be told twice. He ran towards the door, stop in mid-motion, turned back and (something he'd never do in his full senses) kind of hugged Stoick as he exclaimed "thanks" a gazillion times.

Only to be running in search for Hiccup half a second later.

- Toothless wait! – called Stoick in the last second, shouting loud enough to get the boy's attention -… Whatever it is ya do for Hiccup… keep doin' so. But don' get too frien'ly in fron' of me! ! – he warned in the end. "Odin, I need another beer".

- Yes! Yes! I promise! HICCUP! !

.
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Meanwhile, as Toothless and Stoick tried their best not to die of awkwardness, Hiccup and his cousin were seating on the back of the car, talking about trivial stuff and drinking some soda (because Snotlout always had some non-alcoholic drinks in the car, for after every practice). Good thing Snotlout parked under a tree, so the rain gave them a break.

- Hey, you worried? – asked Snotlout out of the blue.

There was no need to be a genius to know what he was referring to. Hiccup half smiled.

- No. My dad may not let it show, but I think he's more comfortable with this than everybody thinks. These last months have been like therapy for both of us.

- Lucky him – gritted Snotlout, taking a sip from his soda.

There was something strange to Snotlout's voice that didn't go unnoticed by Hiccup. The brown-haired boy looked at his cousin in awe.

- Are you… uncomfortable? Is this too awkward for you? – he asked -. Because I thought you were ok with me and… Toothless, and… everything.

Snotlout seemed surprised that Hiccup had perceived the bit of discomfort in his voice, and quickly settled to respond.

- No. It's ok: your life, your problem.

- But…? – Hiccup prompted.

- Fine! – Snotlout gave up, he left his soda on the car's roof - It's just that… when it was a secret, I was like the cool cousin and Astrid was impressed and stuff. But now that everybody knows, and they know I know, they're treating me different, like… Yeah, it's awkward.

- Oh – well, Hiccup had been so busy thinking of this problem as his own that he hadn't realized he had a lot of people involved in it as well - Sorry.

- Nah, it's not your fault – Snotlout replied, punching Hiccup's shoulder in a friendly manner -. It's this bunch of close-minded assholes at school. I'm surprised I'm actually not one of them. And Astrid is even more surprised – he deviated the subject, making Hiccup relax and almost chuckle.

- I think so – he finished his soda, and cleaned his mouth with his sleeve.

- Yeah. Actually I've been thinking that now that you're into guys and stuff, I have all chances with her.

Not feeling the need to specify to his cousin that he wasn't "into guys" but only "into Toothless" (although he did think of it), Hiccup shrugged and patted his cousin's shoulder in the same friendly way.

- You don't lose anything by trying.

- Hell I'm trying! – exclaimed Snotlout - You have any idea of how many cheerleaders I've rejected because of her?

- You have a hoard of cheerleaders after you? ? – ok, Hiccup would need to see that to believe it.

- Did once – said Snotlout in a confession tone, which did nothing but increase Hiccup's disbelief.

- You had a hoard of cheerleaders after you? ?

- Hell yes! – replied Snotlout immediately, his ego profoundly wounded by his cousin's doubt - That people think they're not interested in me 'cause they'd die before letting anyone know they've been rejected it's a total different matter.

- Wow, that's a surprise. Would've never thought you were that kind of popular…

- Dude, have you seen how awesome I look in the Viking uniform? Girls love me.

- If you say so… – Hiccup had to dissimulate his sarcastic laugh with a fair amount of fake coughing. His cousin could be so ridiculous, really.

And then…

- HICCUP! !

Toothless' euphoric screams were audible long before he got out of the gym and ran towards Snotlout's car bearing the happiest expression ever.

Hiccup had barely jumped off the car when Toothless tackled him with a tight, tight hug and claimed domain over his lips, ravishing his mouth in a passionate kiss.

- I take it this means your conversation went great – gasped Hiccup in the second Toothless gave him a break.

- Awesome. Now kiss me – and Toothless pulled him back against his lips.

- Eew, guys, get a room – joked Snotlout, looking away.

And suddenly they were kissing passionately and laughing heartedly… and answering Toothless' cell phone in a hurry because the ringtone set especially for Evelyn's emergency calls echoed through the night.

.
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* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note:<strong>_ Hell yeah, baby, I'm fucking BACK! ! Lyra (my laptop) is now healthy and fast as she must, and I can finally write again. At last!

I'm so very, very happy to be back. And now that I've watched "HtTyD 2" I'm beginning to plot what a possible sequel - - -SQUIRRELLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLL! ! ! ! Damn! That little fellow is in everything except what matters (making the wheel in my brain turn).

By the way: I ship Toothcup more than ever, Stoick/Valka (because Feels), Snot/Ruff (shipped them already but I'm so glad the new movie fuels me), and Eret/Astrid (because of reasons. Oh, come on, there was chemistry!). Hell YES.
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You're all the best! ! !

.

Kigen Dawn, Bubbles, Darkflower123, Wolfsthrope Von Schlieffen,
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Seriously, guys, thank you for all the love you have for this story. You brighten my life in the darkest days! !

Be ready next week for chapter 28. ;-)

Love ya! ! !
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_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this chapter..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a _**_review_**_._

.

P.S.: Go and watch "HtTyD 2" as many times as you can! ! I'm poor, but I'm going to watch that movie every 2x1 wednesday until it's off theaters. FEELS! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
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How to train your dragon, Toothcup.
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_**Disclaimer:**_ Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movie. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Note:**_ Wasn't that easy to get done in time but here's the new chapter as promised: only a week after ! !

I am so excited because after this we get back to the fantasy part of the story and BIG things are going to happen! YEAH! !

Now read, enjoy, and you know: review! !

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 28: Sunstone.**

**.**

**.**

It was quite a hard mission, letting go of Toothless' lips, but Hiccup eventually did as the ringtone became more insistent.

- What is it? – he whispered, worry drawing a single wrinkle in the middle of his forehead as he frowned.

- No idea – Toothless gritted, pressing the call button at once -. Evelyn?

- Dean, I need you to come to the manor. I found something, and you're going to want to see it.

- Now?

- Yes, now – Evelyn said, urgency slipping in her voice, despite her attempts to keep it hidden -. Like, right now.

Well, Toothless had to recognize she sounded really freaked out. It was obvious it wasn't anything Hunter-related, otherwise she would have started the phone-call in a much authoritative tone, but it was definitely something worth his immediate presence.

As much as he disliked it, Toothless had to go.

- Ok. Be right there – he confirmed, and hung up.

- Where are you going? – Hiccup wanted to know.

- Sunstone – he replied grimly -, it's important.

- Ok, just let me tell my dad that- - -

- No. This is _not_ a "w_e_ are going" situation, Hiccup – Toothless clarified right away, making Hiccup feel a little insulted.

- What are you talking about? – the Haddock boy lowered his voice to a whisper Snotlout couldn't listen - You can't fly without me.

Toothless put both hands on Hiccup's shoulders in the most tranquilizing way he could; somehow managing to smile in both apologize and reconciliation.

- I'll take a cab, and then I'll run.

However, Hiccup wasn't convinced.

- But what if is dangerous? – he insisted, still speaking in a whisper.

- That'd be more the reason to go on my own! – Toothless exclaimed, earning a glare from his boyfriend, that he blatantly ignored for good.

- Before she was here I was the one to go with you everywhere, even if it was dangerous – Hiccup muttered, upset for real -. Let me come along.

- It's not necessary, Hiccup – Toothless refused -, it's not gonna be dangerous.

- Then why did she call you like that?

- You know how paranoid she can be. Evelyn was freaked out, but it has nothing to do with Hunters. Promise.

- Toothless- - -

- See you tomorrow – he didn't let Hiccup talk. Toothless gave him a fast goodbye kiss on the cheek, and then left even faster down the road, until he hauled a cab at the end of the street.

Hiccup didn't know how to feel. On one hand he was incredibly happy because apparently his dad had just said to Toothless that he accepted their relationship. On the other hand, Toothless insisted on doing certain things on his own, despite of what Hiccup might think, and he didn't like that; especially because he'd started to act like that since Evelyn learned about their relationship, emphasizing it now that she lived in Berk.

He couldn't stay upset for long, however, because he came across the idea that when things came to Evelyn, it wasn't up just to Toothless to decide. And it was obvious he and the woman had a longer and much more complex relationship than theirs in some aspects, particularly the ones referring to the Night Fury.

- What was that? – wondered a curious Snotlout.

- Job emergency – replied Hiccup. And a part of him knew it was exactly that.

.
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Toothless had to run from the city's borders and through the forest in full dragon form while carrying his backpack in his mouth, which was rather bothersome, especially since he hadn't done it in a while. The one who always worried about carrying around his clothes was Hiccup; and the extra effort required for not dropping the backpack on the way ended up being much more tiring than expected.

By the time he reached Sunstone Manor, a little bit out of breath, Evelyn was already waiting for him at its very doors. She was wearing the black coat with dragon-scales sawn to it, the one she wore every time she had to deal with wild dragons, because it had a certain resistance to fire. And she carried the metallic case with her dragon-emergency supplies in her left hand, which gave Toothless a very clear clue of what the whole issue was about.

As soon as Evelyn spotted him getting closer, she started walking into the woods making it clear that she wanted him to follow her.

He reached her and walked at her pace as he turned back into human.

- I'm glad you're here, Dean – she said as a salute.

- Wish I could say the same – the boy groaned as he both walked and got fully dressed, a skill he'd mastered over the course of the years.

- Well, you should have mentioned you had such a busy schedule – she replied, dignity wounded.

Toothless, however, was immune to her gesture. If there was someone with all the rights to be angry, that was him.

- I was happily making out with Hiccup – he said -, until you called.

- Oh – Evelyn blushed, stopping to a halt amidst the trees. Her voice dramatically changed from upset to apologizing -. You could have told me you were with Jay; this isn't that urgent.

- When am I not with him? – Toothless complained, half amused.

- Good point – Evelyn had to admit -. My bad, sorry.

- Never mind, I'm here already, right? – Toothless easily forgave it this once - What's the big emergency then? You sounded pretty upset on the phone.

- Oh, well… – Evelyn resumed her pace, walking faster than before - I said this is something you'd want to see.

- But what exactly is it- - -? – Toothless ran out of words as soon as his dragon eyes spotted it through the leaves and branches in their way - Oh…din damn it.

- Exactly my thoughts.

Speeding up towards their destination, Evelyn and Toothless soon found themselves at the very edge of a deep tunnel carved in the floor of the woods, framed by broken, dry roots, with circular walls of stone, perfect as a well's.

That tunnel shouldn't be there.

- That is one big hole… – Toothless muttered, leaning down to feel the texture of the earth and stone with his hands.

- Big hole, dug in hard rock – Evelyn confirmed as she opened her case and pulled out the parts of an electric gun that she quickly assembled together. She'd stolen some of those during a confrontation with Hunters, back in England -. Looks like a nest.

- Whispering Deaths…

- I'm afraid so. And this is one of those rare dragon species I'd rather meet unconscious. I have very bad memories related to them – she loaded the weapon with expertise, programming it on its lowest voltage, and activating a lantern of soft yellow light attached on its top.

- Yeah, I remember them too. You're using artificial light? – Toothless inquired.

Dragons could tell apart the difference between natural, fire-lit, and artificial light easily, and most of time, they weren't fond at all of the last type. When it came to dragons in dark places, fire was the safer way to go, because using artificial light near them, since their eyes perceive it as abnormal right away, got them nervous, and often aggressive. Both Evelyn and Toothless were well aware of that, which was exactly why Toothless was so surprised to see the woman act like that.

- These dragons can be very aggressive. If we're already trespassing their territory, this can't make it any worse. Besides, I'm already paranoid: I need to see.

- Ok, let's take a look, then – and this said Toothless jumped inside the hole and landed as neatly as a cat in a subterranean chamber several meters below, completely unharmed.

- What the hell do you think you're doing? – Evelyn yelled at him from above, furious - You can't fly out of there anymore! And you had to wait for me to install the rope!

- Sorry, I forgot the rules of team-work with you – thank the gods Evelyn didn't hear his big "Oops" -. We hadn't done this in quite a while – he excused.

- Don't move – the woman gritted -. Wait for me.

Evelyn rappelled down only a minute later, again, with an expertise you wouldn't expect such an elegant woman to have. She unhooked the rope from her harness, and got her gun up, aiming the light at the walls and all around.

- If we have to get out of here fast, you climb first and pull me up – she ordered.

- Got it – Toothless agreed.

It was a deep tunnel, and a dark one. Not even Toothless' eyes could tell apart much, and the fact that it was cloudy and practically night didn't help at all. Evelyn's lantern wasn't too helpful either, since it was designed to alter the dragons' eyes as little as possible, and thus it wasn't as potent and effective as other kinds of light.

- I believe we're going to need a little extra illumination. Light us up, Dean.

- Yes, ma'am.

Toothless spat a plasma blast and the tunnel turned blue under its light, until it reached the bottom and vanished when crashing against the rock.

They stayed on guard for a while, expecting the fire to attract all the dragons almost magnetically, but luckily none came. Once they were sure there wouldn't be any surprise attacks, Toothless finally found the time to concentrate on his dragon senses and study his surroundings through them. He sniffed here and there, pressed his ear against the stone and listened carefully.

- I don't think this place is inhabited – he finally said.

- Are you sure? Because I don't want any of these living near my house. I won't be able to sleep; these dragons are impossible to train – Evelyn involuntarily shivered.

- It doesn't smell of dragon anymore – informed Toothless, running a finger through the stone wall and examining the dirt on its tip -. Only moss and humidity. This must have been abandoned years ago.

- Years? – Evelyn inquired, cautiously suspicious - Is not a seasonal warren?

- Not as far as I can smell. Besides, look, there's a lot of vegetation down the entrance tunnel, and stalactites all the way into – Toothless noted -. You don't see that in an inhabited tunnel, even a seasonal one.

- Because the Whispering Deaths destroy them as they move through. I know – Evelyn complemented. She knew all the stories, legends and books by heart as well as Toothless, even better; she'd taught everything to him -. Still, are you completely sure?

- Yeah. Actually, I even smell some- - -

- What was that? – Evelyn squealed, aiming her light at the interior of a lateral tunnel.

Several pairs of red eyes opened at the same time, and a bunch of flying creatures squeaked as they woke up, disturbed by the light, flapping in and out the subterranean caves.

- Bats! – she crouched as the winged little things flew above her head, and she used her light to drive them away from Toothless and from her.

- That's what I was gonna say: the ultimate signal – Toothless restrained a giggle.

- Don't you dare mocking me when I have one of these in my hands – Evelyn stared at him menacingly, pursing her lips and closing her hand on her gun.

- Ok, relax. Aren't you happy for these bats? Bats would never come close a Whispering Death hole with Whispering Deaths in it – Toothless sort of smiled -. See? I was right.

- I guess I'd forgotten how keen your senses are – Evelyn recognized, finally relaxing. She cleaned the pearls of sweat on her forehead with her sleeve and stood up, lighting her surroundings more calmed -. This is good news. Great indeed.

- Glad I could help. Now let's get out of here – the boy added.

Evelyn blinked, puzzled; this wasn't something she got to see very often.

- Don't you want to stay and see how big this nest really is? – she asked, her surprise completely diaphanous.

Toothless' lips curved in a half-smile, and his eyes sparkled with the nostalgia of someone who remembers the old happy days of childhood.

- Not today – he said miserably -. I'm late for work already. Gotta run.

- Let me drive you.

They rushed towards the entrance of the tunnel, and Toothless was the first to climb back to the outer world, hauling Evelyn up easily once she hooked her harness.

They reached the manor and got Evelyn's black Porsche Panamera on the road in a five-minutes-time record.

.

Trees passed by the window like a blurry green stain. Evelyn's high heeled boot softly but constantly stepped on the pedal, accelerating between the traffic.

- You look troubled – she mentioned, side-glancing at Toothless, who bore a frown on his face.

- It's nothing. I'm out of signal, and I gotta call Hiccup – he kept watching his cellular as if with his piercing bright green eyes he could make it work.

Evelyn smiled.

- You can't live a minute without him, can you? – she teased.

- I _can_ live without him – Toothless assured, shrugging -; I just don't want to.

- How romantic – Evelyn giggled -. Do you have signal now?

- No – Toothless whined.

- How about now? – she asked five seconds later.

- Funny – Toothless replied in a really not amused tone of voice -. When I get any, you'll know, trust me. I'll scream "yes" at the top of my lungs.

Evelyn focused back on the road, while Toothless kept trying to use the Force on his cell phone, which obviously wasn't working.

Then one minute later he made the woman startle when he screamed.

- YES! !

And half a second later, Hiccup's voice echoed through the phone.

- I was waiting for your call – he said, serious.

- I know, I've been waiting to call you too – said Toothless in a gentle, excited voice; the kind of voice Hiccup couldn't get angry when listening.

- You just left; no explanations – Hiccup complained -. I was worried.

- I know, I'm sorry. But everything's fine. Evelyn just went paranoid.

- Hey! – she screeched.

- You did – well, she couldn't argue that -. She found a dragon nest, but it's abandoned, so we didn't find any dragons. I'm gonna take you to see it, you're going to love it.

- What kind of dragon nest is it?

- You'll have to guess when you see it – Toothless spoke mischievously.

- Ok. But if I guess I want a reward – Hiccup dared.

- What do you want?

- Tell you when we meet. I'll leave my window open tonight – even through the phone, Toothless could sense the smile of Hiccup -. You haven't visited me in a while.

- Oh, your dad is gonna go crazy – he reminded.

- He doesn't have to know. And this is a professional meeting.

- Ok. I'll see you later, Hiccup.

Toothless hang the phone, a goofy smile in his face. Evelyn pursed her lips.

- And when exactly are you going to meet Jay?

- Midnight, after work.

- You two have school tomorrow. You're going to be very tired – she turned the wheel to take the main avenue; they weren't far from the Hotel Nordic now.

Toothless rolled his eyes; he knew where this was going.

- We'll survive.

- You know there's a very simple solution to this – the woman declared -. All you need to do is say "yes".

- Evelyn…

- We could avoid this crazy driving to make it on time, you could spend more time with Jay, flying, training together…

- I like my job – the boy stated.

- No, you don't. You grew bored of it ages ago; you complain about it all the time. Mrs. Evans told me.

Just in that moment Evelyn parked her Porsche in front of the hotel, where a valet tried to attend her, but she elegantly refused, which earned Toothless a glare from his workmate.

- It gives me independence – Toothless grimaced, getting out of the car.

- That's not the kind of independence you need right now. You need time for other things, and I don't mean only Jay. There's nothing wrong with relying on people, _Toothless_. We can help a lot, if you would just let us…

- Thanks for the ride – the boy interrupted, closing the door, but she opened the window before he could walk away.

- Think about it, Dean.

.
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Curse her. Curse her words. In the moment Evelyn pronounced them Toothless became indeed unable to think of anything else. He was absent during work, and he almost made the mistake of taking the luggage to the wrong room; he had to pull out a real dragon-speed to fix it before the client arrived.

That day, the little things of everyday work were far more annoying than usual, and it almost seemed as if everyone were being a nuisance on purpose. It was tradition, alright, that whomever arrived late would be punished by the other employees and would have to do all those other little tasks that nobody else wanted to do: cleaning something here, dealing with a bothersome client there, getting everybody's lunch for break. And since Toothless had arrived late, it was his turn to serve as the employees' personal slave.

He hated that; with his double life he basically was always the one to arrive the latest. And nobody understood why; moreover, this was one of those days when Toothless felt sure they didn't care as for the whys. He was tired, he was fed up, he was overwhelmed.

What if Evelyn was right? What if now he needed time for other things? He'd been working his entire life, and he didn't mind before because he had nothing else to do: no social life, no hobbies, his only worries were escaping and staying alive. Now, however, he did have a social life, he had friends and a boyfriend, and he wanted much more than just staying alive: he wanted to _live_. He'd realized that long ago, but now he clearly saw what he had to do in order to achieve.

"…Spend more time with Jay, flying, training together…"

Yeah, he wanted that.

- I'm quitting my job.

- Really? – Hiccup was surprised to hear that.

It was a little bit later than planned, because Toothless had to walk all the way to Hiccup's house since he couldn't fly there anymore, and he also had to climb up the window instead of easily landing there from the air.

They were sitting on the windowsill of Hiccup's bedroom, wrapped in a furry blanket and sharing some cookies stolen from the SSS box (Stoick's Secret Supplies). Toothless would have preferred some chocolate, but he was well aware cookies were the only thing Stoick didn't really mind being stolen from that box.

- I've been thinking about it. Evelyn's right, you are right. I'm tired, I… I would like to have some time for myself…

- You deserve it – Hiccup agreed, placing his hand gently on Toothless' shoulder, the dragon-boy leaning on the touch -. So that means you're moving in with Evelyn?

- Well, I can't exactly pay the rent if I quit my job, right? – he gritted.

- Don't be like that, you know I think it's a good idea – Hiccup squeezed Toothless' shoulder lovingly -. Sunstone's great! You'd be living totally comfortable, you'd have a lot of free time, you can go to the woods and dragonize all you want to…

- And you could do all that with me – Toothless smiled sweetly.

- Yeah, all that, except the dragonizing part – he joked with sarcasm, making Toothless chuckle -. We could even invite the guys! Fishlegs is gonna love that library! And imagine the chaos the twins would do in that pool. Plus, I've heard Aura rocks at pool, she's got this fail-proof mathematic technique…

- It actually sounds rather cool – Toothless admitted -. I'll present my resignation tomorrow. I'm telling my boss I have to focus on my college applications and stuff…

- And when will you move in with her?

- Knowing Evelyn? – Toothless seemed surprised by the question; it was rather obvious - Tomorrow.

- Right, I'm beginning to know her pretty well too.

There came a moment of awkward silence, where Toothless' tension was noticeably through the uneasiness of his breath.

- This is going to be a big change… – he muttered, more to himself than to Hiccup.

- It won't be as big as you fear – the Haddock boy said, because Toothless hadn't spoken low enough for him not to hear -. I'm sure everything will be better now.

Toothless looked up, fixing his big eyes on Hiccup in a thankful gesture. Gods, what would become of him if he didn't have this marvelous boy by his side?

- At least living in Sunstone I can take you to look that nest – he cheered up.

- Which reminds me… We still have my reward to discuss.

- Right. What do you want?

- Being honest? – Toothless nodded, and Hiccup gathered the courage to make his petition - I want to go with you the next time something like that happens – he said matter-of-factly.

When listening to that Toothless blinked, surprised, a gesture Hiccup misunderstood as a signal of negation.

- Toothless, I can handle this! – Hiccup claimed, shaking his hands in emphasis - Before Evelyn came you didn't have so much trouble with me interacting with dragons. I want to go with you next time – he demanded.

- Alright.

- And don't you dare- - -! Wait, what?

- Alright. You're right: I wasn't like that before. You're coming with me next time - Toothless agreed.

Hiccup went speechless for a couple seconds.

- Wow, well, I… I thought you would be more… overprotective?

- Looks like Evelyn's paranoia is a little bit contagious – Toothless felt ashamed of himself, he'd been acting ridiculously overprotective in a very non-flattering way ever since Evelyn's arrival -. But you're right, and I don't want you to feel like I'm leaving you out of this… aspect of my life – he reached Hiccup's hands and held them tight -. You know, now that I'm getting some free time I think we should train together. We hadn't gone flying in a while.

- Yeah – recognized Hiccup -, this whole coming out issue stole a lot of our time…

- Not anymore – Toothless promised -. Your hands are cold.

Hiccup shrugged as if it wasn't a big deal, but Toothless took the cold hands to his mouth and exhaled an hypnotically warm breath upon them, sending a shiver through all of Hiccup's body.

- Better now? – the dragon-boy asked.

- Yeah… – Hiccup gasped.

- I have to go – Toothless declared as he stood up and let go of the blanket.

Hiccup unconsciously reached out and grabbed his arm.

- Now? – he mumbled, puppy-eyed. Toothless grinned.

- Why? You want me to stay for the night?

- No – Hiccup rapidly denied, blushing bright, looking away and hiccupping once.

Delightedly amused, Toothless leaned towards him and kissed his forehead.

- I'll see you tomorrow at school. And in the afternoon maybe you can help me packing.

- Ok.

There was this imminent need to say more, but none of them was brave enough to do so. They merely locked their gazes, attempting a wordless revelation that didn't work as expected. Perhaps that wasn't the right moment for any of them.

Nothing else being said, Toothless jumped off the window and disappeared in the darkness, fast as only Night Furies can.

Hiccup wrapped himself on the blanket, feeling colder than before. Stumbling, he reached his bed and hid under the sheets, wishing deep inside that Toothless had stayed with him if only a little longer.
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**Chapter 29: Sunset.**

**.**

**.**

It was a peaceful friday at Berk, as peaceful as its (in) famous weather allowed it to be.

School was normal; teachers, exams, discouraging the bullies with clever indifference, cheering friends, nothing the gang hadn't handled a gazillion times before. It was actually a nice friday, with lasagna at the cafeteria, and the announcement that the students committee was already planning the year book for the seniors and organizing a small voting to pick the theme for the prom.

Astrid invited everyone for a coffee after class, but Aura couldn't join in because she had study session with the mathletes, while Toothless had to start packing his stuff to move out of the tenement house. Hiccup wasn't going either, but in the end, he and Toothless decided that it would be nice if he got that coffee and joined Toothless and Evelyn later.

By the time Hiccup arrived at the tenement house, with a bunch of brownies in a paper bag, Toothless and Mrs. Evans were already saying their goodbyes, while Evelyn waited on the car.

- I'm going to miss you so much, boy – the old lady cried as she hugged Toothless like any embarrassing grandma would.

- Don't worry, Mrs. Evans. I'll still drop by for a visit every now and then.

- You could come every day and it wouldn't be enough. This house isn't going to be the same without you. Who will drink tea with me now? Who will watch the soap operas with me?

- I never watched soap operas with you – Toothless reminded the woman, amused -, and we'll drink tea every time I come. And you can still call me whenever you need to carry something heavy.

Mrs. Evans pulled a handkerchief out of her pocket and dramatically cleaned some imaginary tears.

- Looks like it's not a good moment to say "Hi, I brought brownies" – Hiccup stepped up, smiley.

As soon as Mrs. Evans saw him, she redirected her tight hugs towards him, making Toothless giggle uncontrollably.

- Hiccup! Now that Toothless is leaving you won't come to visit me either!

- Don't say that – Hiccup said, slightly out of breath. Toothless' giggle turned to laughter -. We promised you to help with the garden during the summer, right?

- Oh, I will miss you so much, boys – she spread her arms and hugged them both (or struggled them, more likely).

- You've been saying that for half an hour! Can we please go now? – Evelyn snapped at Mrs. Evans from the car - Please, you are going to see them next week, we have that dinner. It's not like they will be gone forever.

Toothless rolled his eyes: the soul of the party, as usual.

Then they let go of Mrs. Evans' affections and got on the car.
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- You made the best choice by moving here, Dean – said Evelyn as she led the guys upstairs, to the room she had destined for her protégé.

Both Toothless and Hiccup were carrying boxes (Toothless the heaviest ones, of course), as they walked behind the echo of Evelyn's high-heeled boots. She helped dragging a suitcase with one hand and a bunch of keys on the other.

- I'm pretty sure you will enjoy it – the woman added.

- You keep talking about what I _will_ and _will not_ do and I might change my mind and go back with Mrs. Evans – the dragon-boy growled.

- Well, looks like somebody is in a bitter mood – Evelyn raised an eyebrow -. Good thing you're here, Jay. Mind using your sweet charm to soften Dean's animosity?

- My _sweet charm_? ? – sniggered Hiccup - And what exactly is that?

- Whatever it is you do to turn his dragon-eyes into a lovebird's – the lady winked.

Halting to a stop, both Hiccup and Toothless looked at her wide-eyed, their cheeks turning bright red. When she chuckled, they looked away in shame, avoiding eye-contact between one another, and then Hiccup hiccoughed once, which made Toothless giggle adoringly, much to his further embarrassment.

- That's exactly what I was talking about. Now, shall we?

Finally, after going all the way up to the third floor (which felt like a fifth because the ceiling in that house was freaking tall, especially in the first floor), Evelyn stood before a big wooden door and used a pretty iron key to unlock it.

- Here we are. I hope you like it, Dean.

Then she opened the door to a room as big as Hiccup's house, with glass-stained windows, balcony, home theater, and door-to-roof shelves ready to embrace whatever books, postcards or maps Toothless wanted to place on them.

- You have a full bathroom just for you; no closets or dressing room because I know you think they're a waste of space so you have a wardrobe right there and a fire-proof chest over there for you to keep your prosthetic tail and other important belongings – she said, her voice sounding perhaps too upbeat -. I hope you like the chimney; there's plenty of natural light during the day, but you know there's no darker than the forest night and I thought the chimney would help. You can even practice your aim with it because it's all stone… So – her enthusiasm died in a heartbeat, a fade of nervousness taking over -, do you like it?

- Wow…

- Well, Hiccup does – mumbled Toothless, looking at his boyfriend.

- I wanna move in – Hiccup said, goofy smile on his face.

- Whoa! I don't think we're ready for that big step – Toothless joked.

- Not with you! With her – Hiccup replied mischievously.

- That would be great. Maybe later Dean will want to move in with you – Evelyn pretended to play along, tainting her words with a perfectly subtle hypocrisy. Why couldn't Dean just let go? It wouldn't kill him to say he liked the place. It wouldn't hurt him to like it for real. She sighed -. This is too much. You already made this choice, Dean, there's no going back, we have to make this work. Here, these are your keys, now do with this room whatever you please. I'll be in the kitchen if you need me.

She crossed the door and slammed it behind her. Toothless swallowed a taste of guilt.

- Well, I don't blame her – murmured Hiccup -. You definitely don't look as enthusiastic as you were in my house the other night. Not even close to it. You wanted to move in, remember?

- Yeah… I'm just… trying to digest all this.

- Wouldn't it be easier to digest with a smile? – Hiccup held his boyfriend's hand, taking him to the bed to take a seat - Come on, you can tell she put a lot of effort in this. You said the rest of the house was not your style and she made this place completely different just for you.

Toothless let Hiccup sit him on the edge of the bed, where he could look down on him and reprimand him properly. If it was Hiccup the one to do so, honestly Toothless didn't mind being scolded.

- I'm being silly, am I not? – Toothless said.

- Yes. But it's a big change, so I'm ignoring it. But only today – Hiccup replied with an affectionate smile -. Now, let's go. We have lots of unpacking to do.

.

When night came it was Stoick himself the one who arrived at Sunstone to pick Hiccup up, which was an excellent signal of how much he was trying to completely take in their relationship in the best of terms. The man even saluted Toothless quite nicely, and gave Evelyn a short "hi an' bye" before driving away.

Now it was just Evelyn and Toothless, alone in the big manor.

There was nothing to be done but go the kitchen and have dinner as normal people would.

- Whoa, salmon… – mumbled Toothless, once he took his place at the table and saw the plate before him.

- I know you love fish, so I thought: fancy fish it is.

- You actually… cooked? – Toothless didn't know if being amazed or worried.

- Are you surprised?

- Shocked, more likely. And… a little bit scared? – he said, trying to sound light.

- If it turns out to be poisonous, trust me, that wasn't the intention – Evelyn responded in an attempt to play along and lighten the mood, but her voice wasn't convincing enough to make it work.

They started eating in the most awkward of silences, the clattering of the cutlery piercing their ears mercilessly.

- So, uhm… – Toothless began to speak after a while - I noticed the room looks a lot like the one I had in London.

Evelyn dropped her fork, taken with her guard low. She didn't actually expect Toothless to notice the little details.

- You always said you like that room.

- I did – the boy assured.

- And now you're here, four years later.

- And now I'm here…

Another long, long moment of very awkward silence.

Evelyn cleaned her lips carefully with a napkin, and drew a timid smile.

- You know, I'm finally starting my job at the hospital next week. Means you'll have the house for yourself for most of the evening.

Toothless tried to imitate her polite gesture.

- Well, I don't think you'll be that busy: it's a small hospital.

- Can I tell you a secret? – the woman leaned in and lowered her voice, in the same playful manner she did when Toothless was a child - I'm nervous for my new job. I'd been working in the same hospital my entire life. Sure, I was called to other hospitals to perform surgery, but I always had my office in the same place. This is… new, and…

- Frightening? – Toothless completed - Because you are leaving everything you've known till now?

- Yes – Evelyn responded in a gasp.

- I know what you feel. I really liked living at the tenement house.

- Dean, if you don't feel comfortable here, you can always go back – she said to him without really looking.

- You don't mean it…

- I do. I will pay the rent if that's what you want – she promised -. I know you think I only want you to live here so I can control you, but really that's not my intention. Do you remember when I told you on the phone that things would be changing for good? Before I came to Berk?

- Yeah. That's actually why I decided to move in.

- Really? – Evelyn's eyes lit up with hope.

- I do like the room. And the house. It's… nice – it felt so weird to say; Toothless had to drink a sip of water afterwards.

- Do you mean it's "perhaps too nice"? – she quoted, noticing the boy was still not sure of how he felt about the house.

Toothless couldn't help but realize Hiccup was right: he was giving Evelyn quite a hard time, though it was obvious she really was trying to set things right, more or less like Stoick was trying with Hiccup.

- That's not what I meant. I may be giving you the wrong impression, but I'm not angry – Toothless guaranteed -. I guess I was just… tense, to be facing big changes again. And then you go like that with Mrs. Evans and I thought "Fine, I'm taking it against you".

- Oh, Dean, please. She's not upset. I recognize that was very rude from my part, but she's not angry – Evelyn spoke in her defense.

- Because Mrs. Evans is good as honey! She doesn't even know how to say "no" to you – and everybody knew that was a fact. Funny fact.

And suddenly the ambiance lost all tension and it did feel like the kind of dinner normal people would have.

- Oh, you'd be surprised how many times she said "no" to me when she thought I was being very intrusive on your life with my questions for her – Evelyn exclaimed, entertained -. Remember I had no idea about Jay until I saw you two on your bedroom…?

- I swear it was not what it looked like! – Toothless yelled, his tanned skin turning bright red - He just stayed for the night, nothing happened!

- Ew, Dean. I don't need to know if it did or didn't happen – Evelyn faked to be freaked out in a playful mood.

- Oh, but you always love to have _too much information_ about my life! – Toothless played back.

- That's not true! – she insisted.

- Carlisle! – Toothless said for all argument. Evelyn took a couple seconds to follow the train of thought until she finally caught up, covering her face in shame.

- Dear god, Carlisle…

- Bet you repressed that memory – teased Toothless with a triumphant expression.

- Wiped it, more likely… – she conceded.

She burst out laughing, and it wasn't long before Toothless joined in.

- We're going to make it work – the lady said.

- I'm beginning to believe we will – Toothless smiled.

.

.

Next morning Stoick left Hiccup on Sunstone early (as the boy asked and insisted), much to Toothless hysteric delight, who welcomed him with a hug that made Mrs. Evans' seem meaningless, and a kiss once Stoick had driven away.

- So, how was your night? – mumbled Hiccup once he and Toothless parted lips.

- Surprisingly, I slept… all night.

- Hello, Jay – came in Evelyn -. You arrived early.

- Yeah, I convinced my dad – the Haddock boy grinned.

- Good to hear that. So I take it you guys are going to work on the room the rest of the day?

- Yeah, that's the plan – nodded Hiccup.

- Your plan – interfered Toothless -. I got something slightly different in mind. With my experience as a bellboy you should know I'm a professional in getting rooms ready in, like, minutes.

- Sounds like we'll be done soon.

- That's my plan – Toothless winked -. And then we can go flying.

The boys exchanged excited looks with one another, completely forgetting Evelyn was there.

- Let's hope the rain stops by the time you're done with that room – said Evelyn, bringing them back to the real world where she was present and they had things to do -. Jay, did you already have breakfast?

Since the answer was a big fat "no", they gathered for a small meal and then the boys got upstairs to work on Toothless' messy room.

They weren't even done when the weather finally calmed down and the sky cleared up. Forgetting everyone and everything, the prosthetic fin was pulled out of the chest and wrapped around the dragon's tail.

- Alright, Tooth! You ready?

Hiccup checked the straps of his harness to secure they were firmly on place, and then nodded to signal Toothless everything was in order. The Night Fury curled his mouth in a triumphant dragon smile and swiftly closed his wings. They dived through a thick mass of white clouds while twirling, and Hiccup screamed at the top of his lungs, enjoying the experience as he hadn't enjoyed anything in a long time. Well, maybe that feeling was only comparable to what he felt when Stoick said he accepted their relationship.

Fifty meters before hitting the ground, Toothless spread his wings and flew straight forward, the tallest treetops shaking before the strength of his flapping wings. A bunch of scared birds and Terrible Terrors flew out of the shaken trees, and Toothless let out a devilish draconian smile.

- That was wicked – Hiccup kicked the back of Toothless' head, but the dragon ignored him happily.

They hovered above the tree tops, keeping their eyes wide open to spot any dragon and creature they could find. After a couple minutes Hiccup swore he'd seen a tree do some strange movements, which could probably be a Changewing, and they landed to investigate, finding out it was a Changewing, but one that didn't want to be seen. They took off and continued their search, meeting a small group of Hideous Zipplebacks taking a nap at a clearing, and a Gronkle in mid-air that seemed hurried and troubled enough to be looking for a runaway baby.

In the end, they found a comfortable-looking spot up a mountain cliff, with a wonderful view of the ocean of trees and a marvelous glimpse of the real sea in the horizon.

They landed and Toothless immediately went hybrid, slipped inside his pants and let Hiccup remove the prosthesis. The dragon-boy stretched out his wings and opened his arms as he stepped at the edge of the cliff, inhaling in delight the smell of pine and dirt the forest had to offer.

- It's a beautiful place – said Hiccup, hugging Toothless from behind (a difficult mission when he still had wings) as a subtle way to pull him away from the edge.

- It's not prettier than our cove – differed Toothless, turning around so Hiccup could hug him properly -. Though it has a prettier view… No, wait, I have the same view back at the cove.

- Are you crazy? You don't have an ocean view back at the- - -Oh, you're looking at me – Hiccup realized after he saw Toothless' sarcastic expression of disbelief. His cheeks blushed highlighting his freckles, and he got a serious attack of hiccups.

Toothless smiled adoringly and cupped Hiccup's flushed face in his hands.

- You're adorable – he said, and before Hiccup could complain or breathe or think, he kissed him, passionately, the kind of passion that makes you forget what your own name is.

Hiccup for sure forgot. His name, his age, where he was; nothing existed but Toothless' lips avidly claiming his own, and his tongue sweetly intoxicating his mouth.

It was one of those kisses that were so amazing they felt like a first kiss; they actually had a lot of moments like that.

When they pulled apart, there was this bedazzled smile in their looks, and they couldn't keep their eyes off each other.

- Let's stay here and watch the sunset – Toothless suggested.

Hiccup agreed with a charming giggle. They sat under a mossy tree, Hiccup taking place between Toothless' legs, arms, wings and tail embracing him.

The sky slowly tainted with every imaginable shade of orange, red and purple, the clouds turning dark pink and the sea soft red. It was like being inside of a painting.

It was perfection.

Hiccup sighed contentedly and was able to see the white cloud of breath in front of his face.

- It's getting cold – he signaled Toothless, slightly worried -. You should put on a sweater.

- With wings? That won't fit – Toothless mumbled with the voice of a stubborn little kid.

- Then humanize.

- But we're so comfortable now – Toothless pouted -. I'm gonna hug you tighter and that's gonna keep me warm – he resolved.

Hiccup said no more, he simply deposited a kiss on the back of Toothless' hand and continued watching the lovely sunset.

When some brave stars timidly began shining through the veil of clouds, Toothless suddenly kissed Hiccup's neck and nuzzled the tip of his nose against the boy's earlobe.

- Hiccup? – he murmured. This was the moment, he had to say it, he wanted to. He felt it.

- Mmh?

- I love you.

The world stopped moving at the sound of those three words; time froze, and stars shone brighter. Hiccup's heartbeat turned into a crazy galloping horse in less than a second, and his senses were somehow more awake, more aware of every single detail of the world around him, of every detail of Toothless laying next to him.

He turned to look at his boyfriend with big, glowing eyes, and Toothless repeated, locking their gazes together with more intensity with each and every word:

- _I love you_.

And then a second transformed into eternity when Hiccup replied in a whisper.

- I love you too.

.

.

Being the easiest, most comfortable way to reach the city, Berk's Train Station was always a busy, dynamic mess; with Berk's active ecotourism there was always a new contingent of visitors arriving or leaving.

That day was no exception.

As Hiccup and Toothless shared a moment that would mark their lives forever, a train arrived punctually at Berk's station, the last arrival of the day. A security agent watched her clock with relief, she dealt with this people and she was free to go home; finally. It was a pity that Europe was no longer the safe place she grew up in; nowadays even the smallest cities had to worry about drug-smuggling and terrorism. Blasted world.

At least her job was easy, she and her inseparable dog encountered trouble twice every five months or so. Though sometimes she found herself wishing some criminals got Berk in their GPS if only to get appreciation for her work, and maybe a raise.

The train's doors opened and a small group of people descended. Some elder couples, a bunch of mountain-hikers; the usual stuff. Her dog didn't smell anything particularly interesting in them either, given he was playing with a soda can someone hadn't gotten into the trash can when playing improvised basketball.

But then she couldn't help noticing the young man.

He was wearing black sunglasses, in freaking Berk. It was like wearing a freaking red anorak in a mexican beach. Odd.

She kept an eye on him as he got his bags from the luggage wagon; he put his orange coat away because apparently freezing Berk wasn't cold enough for him. Plus, he carried a metallic case.

Ok, she couldn't take it anymore. There was something strange in this man and it was her job to find out what. She walked up to him and called:

- Excuse me, sir, may I see your ticket?

Right away she felt ridiculous for calling him "sir"; once face to face it was obvious this guy was way younger than her. He had evidently just hit his twenties, couldn't be older than twenty three; and he was taller than her, and outrageously muscled. The woman felt like watching at a wall with sunglasses.

- My ticket? – he said in a mocking voice, as if thinking "couldn't come up with a better excuse?"

- Yes.

The young man pulled it out of his pants pocket and handed it to her.

- Reason of your visit to Berk?

- Personal.

She studied the ticket carefully, yet found nothing suspicious; it was just another plain, regular, normal ticket.

Then the dog started sniffing the metallic case, and the young man startled a bit. The security agent noticed right away, and looked down at the case, seeing for the first time how it read "VAMU Pharma" in black letters on the front.

Suspicious as it was, however, the dog wasn't alarmed but intrigued with its content. There was no barking or growling, just mere curiosity.

Still.

- May I see the content of your case? – she commanded.

- Sure – the young man gritted, using a key hanging from his neck to open it.

Inside there were at least two dozens of amber glass vials, and a syringe, all with the "VAMI Pharma" legend on it.

- How do you explain this? – there, her instinct never failed.

- I'm diabetic – he replied immediately.

- Really?

- Here's my medical prescription if you don't believe – the guy got a file from inside the case as well.

- Yeah, I'll check it. Come with me, please.

She lead the young man to a room where other security agent joined her.

- We'll take a sample of your medicine and have it tested – she said.

- These ain't drugs.

- The tests will tell us – she challenged.

But then, by the time the other agent got the results, all her suspicions were thrown overboard.

- And? – she asked.

- Negative. For every test – her partner said.

- _What? ?_ No way! !

- I know, right? – he mocked her - It's not heroine, morphine, liquid cocaine, hardcore chocolate…

- Ok, I get it. Cut the crap. It's not drugs.

- Nope.

- Oh, but I was so sure – she lamented -. He behaves so… weird. Are you sure it's not drugs?

- I'm afraid it's just insulin – he said.

- But it's a lot of insulin…

- He must be very sick – the other agent insisted.

- Damn… And what about steroids? ? There's no way a diabetic can have those muscles!

- Err, nope. You have to let him go. His papers are in order too.

- Ok, ok. Just another day in Boringland – oh, she was so frustrated. She would definitely need a beer after this. Stupid tourist -. Go tell him he can go.

- You should tell him, so you can apologize…

- Why would I apologize? I'm just doing my job. Right boy? – she told the dog - We're doing our job. You tell him.

- Fine, but you'll owe me a favor – the other agent gave in.

When the agent met the young suspicious man, he was smoking his second cigarette.

- You can't smoke in here.

- Sorry – the guy pressed the cigarette against his pants to turn it off, which convinced the security agent that when his partner said this guy's behavior was more than odd she wasn't exaggerating at all.

- So? – the young man prompted, rudely.

- Everything's in order, you're free to go.

- Good – he took his case and walked away.

- Enjoy your stay in Berk – the agent yelled, as it was protocol, before the guy was out of sight.

- Oh, I will – the young man grinned, removing his black sunglasses -. Hell, I will...

.

.

.
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* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note:<strong>_ They said it! ! Oh my gods they said it! ! I'm so happy right now! Like... FEELS! ! !

Bet you didn't see that coming! Did you?

.

So it's really late and I'm really tired and I want to eat something (you know, midnight snacks. Squirrel likes them) before going to sleep, and I won't be updating the reviwers list today. I will tomorrow. Pinky promise.

Still, I love you all and thank you from the very bottom of my heart from each and every review. You know who you are! !
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_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this chapter..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a _**_review_**_._


	30. Fear

**"Modern myth".**

How to train your dragon, Toothcup.

By: Sinattea.

.

.

_**Disclaimer:**_ Cressida Cowell owns the book series, Dreamworks owns the movies. I own nothing but this AU.

_**Note:**_ IT LIVES! ! ! !

Yes, I'm alive; yes, I'm finally in a university I like (might actually stay there =D); yes, I went through a Massive Writer's Block from Hell (MASSIVE); yes, I spent some time studying abroad because I got a scholarship. Basically the reasons why I didn't get down to writing this (particularly the Massive Writer's Block from Hell it's all to blame). But I'm already working on chapter 32. Isn't that won-der-ful? ?

I'm not making you wait anymore.

Just a warning, I'm going a little Snaketongue in this chapter, you know what that means. Watch out.

.

Read, read, READ! ! ! !

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 30: Fear.**

**.**

**.**

- Nothing is true, everything is permiiitteeeeed! ! – yelled Fishlegs before dropping Ezio Auditore off a castle roof, despite Hiccup's warnings that he wouldn't make it.

- You died. My turn – quickly Hiccup stole the control from his friend's hands, and pushed him off the couch in front of the tv.

- I was so sure I was gonna make it. Well, I guess I'll have to settle with eating and watching you play – Fishlegs mumbled absolutely resigned, taking a seat next to the french fries and the pepperoni pizza.

- I knew it! You never let Ezio die like this unless there is pizza on the way.

Giggling while trying to look innocent, Fishlegs waited for a whole minute before attacking the food.

- Why Toothless didn't come? – he asked after the first three bites - He loves Assassin's Creed. Lots.

- He's dressing as an Assassin for the next Halloween – replied Hiccup in confirmation, looking oddly pleased with the idea, as if it had been his own -. But today he decided to do that team project so he gets free time on the weekend.

- Right… – Fishlegs remembered, a note of depression taking over - the history project… I should see if Stonefeet is free tomorrow, I want my weekend too. You already did it, didn't you?

- Yeah, it wasn't that complicated though. Damn! More guards! Where is that bloody wanted poster? – the freckled boy struggled with his virtual enemies, cursing and swearing as you only do when you're gaming - And what about Aura, is she coming?

- In about an hour. Just in time for Halo – nodded Fishlegs, happily.

- We should call Snotlout, then. We're one player short for the real fun and he does love the whole "team up and kill everyone else" kind of game.

- Cool. I'll call him. You go get the Borgias – Fishlegs decided, and more food disappeared inside his mouth.

- Hey! – Hiccup lost his focus on the game - Leave me some pizza, I paid half of it!

His complaints almost cost him Ezio's life, lucky Hiccup he regained composure on time to make it out of the virtual struggle alive.

Later, Aura and Snotlout arrived at Fishlegs' house and joined the fun; although in the end it was basically just the three of them playing because Hiccup had gotten too busy texting Toothless nonstop for the rest of the evening.

They've been doing that a lot ever since the three-words had been spoken.

And maybe they've been doing that a little too much, because at some point some of their friends (the girls, being quite specific) felt like they were forgetting that there were other people on the world besides each other, and none of them liked being ignored. So, in order to keep their friendship healthy (and let's be honest, spending some time apart would also be very healthy for their romantic relationship if they were going for the long term), Astrid started planning a lot of fun activities for everyone to join in.

- Guys, I had the greatest idea. What are your plans on saturday?

- Not much – said the twins.

- Going to the gym – said Snotlout.

- What's your idea? – prompted Hiccup.

He and Toothless had already noticed that the others were beginning to feel a little bit uncomfortable for the amount of time they were not spending with the gang. Well, maybe if the others knew that Hiccup and Toothless only spent half their time being boyfriends and the other half being best friends flying together in the woods, they wouldn't be as unconsciously resented about it, but they didn't know, and it wasn't like Hiccup or Toothless would ever confess about it.

So they put both feet back on earth and tried to get more involved in the gang's agenda.

- I was thinking it'd be awesome if we all go to the forest viewpoint and have a picnic – said Astrid with an enthusiastic smile.

- A picnic? With this weather? – Snotlout was skeptical.

- Oh, come on, it's Berk! It's always raining. But we won't let a bit of water stop us, right Snotlout? – she raised an eyebrow in a mocking gesture.

- Or are you afraid of storms and would rather stay home? – teased Ruffnut in support of her best friend.

- Fine! Let's do your frigging picnic – he groaned, crossing his arms with dignity.

- Hey, watch that mouth – complained Aura, mockingly.

- What? Next to Snaketongue in chemistry class, I'm frigging Nun Teresa – the quarterback defended.

- _Nun?_ – sniggered Ruffnut. Tuffnut literally fell off and rolled on the floor laughing before the comment.

- Oh, shut up, you know what I mean – the guy sulked in.

Astrid rolled her eyes in amusement and then proceeded to confirm if Hiccup or Toothless, or both, were interested in the picnic, which they obviously were since they both loved the forest.

- Great, then we're driving to the parking space in km 57, and we'll walk from there.

- Walk? – mumbled Fishlegs, kinda worried.

- Don't worry, if you get tired Snotlout will carry you. That should be like his gym session.

Everyone laughed but Snotlout, who couldn't do anything but sigh in resignation every time people had fun at his expense. Now that was no longer a Viking bully there wasn't much he could do about it. Why couldn't his friends just appreciate the sheer beauty of his perfect biceps? Maybe he should start wearing short sleeves more often. Sure Astrid had to find that impressive, or Ruffnut.

.
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Fortunately, the weather promised to be merciful that weekend, and by the time they were all trying to get the best spot on Astrid's pickup ("I don't care what you say, Snotlout, is _my_ car and _I'm_ driving!") the rain was so calm it merely felt like a humid breeze.

They drove through the forest road, the girls inside and the boys on the back of the pickup, dealing with the cold air (not that Toothless felt any, or Hiccup next to him). They parked on the edge of the woods, and started walking uphill towards the viewpoint's clearing, Astrid keeping an eye on those who carried the lunch baskets to prevent them from eating everything on their own. Still, the twins with their fast hands managed to steal a cookie unnoticed, unlike Snotlout, who received a harsh slap on the back of his hand, like a little kid. "Man, get a hold of your stomach!" exclaimed Astrid as she hit him. Ruffnut, if only not to hear his whining, handed half her cookie to the quarterback out of mercy.

Despite the windy, cloudy weather (typical of Berk, really), the picnic proved to be a great idea, and everyone had a lot of fun. They played basket-grape in pairs and the winners were the twins since it was obvious they hadn't done anything but throwing stuff at each other's faces for a lifetime. Second place were, surprisingly, Fishlegs and Aura, defeating Hiccup and Toothless for barely three grapes. Snotlout and Astrid, despite their efforts, couldn't make their team work. Then they played with the deck of cards, and Aura and Hiccup (more she than him) humiliated everyone. There was joking and storytelling sessions, usual complains about school and a bit of teasing for the romantic couples (no one had ever seen Fishlegs' face go that red, not even in PE class).

Finally, Snotlout, anxious to get some work out, invited everyone for a race through the woods. The twins immediately accepted.

- Great, who else is coming?

- Not me, thanks – Aura said quickly -. Me and the mud ain't good friends.

- Today I'm more in the mood for a walk – Astrid turned the proposal down.

- I guess it's just us – exclaimed the twins -. Bet I'll reach those trees before you! – added Ruffnut as she started racing. Tuffnut caught up immediately, pushed her down, and outran her as he laughed wickedly -. You're so dead belchin' worm! !

- I'll make sure they don't kill each other… After I got them biting my dust! – and Snotlout sprinted after them, and soon enough passed them, laughing.

- Looks like they're gonna have fun. Let's have fun of our own, guys – Astrid stood up and helped Fishlegs do the same -. Just a walk, some sightseeing, nothing crazy. Sure you don't want to come Aura?

- Absolutely. You go, enjoy yourselves, I'll stay here guarding what's left of our picnic, make sure the wind doesn't steal the umbrella – replied the girl with a smile.

In the end, they all agreed to do that, heading in the opposite direction the twins and Snotlout had headed, just to make sure things would remain peaceful.

As they wandered off down the woods, following forgotten paths, Fishlegs and Hiccup showed off their vast knowledge about flora and fauna, finishing each other's sentences as if they were reading the same book aloud, which they probably had during their childhood. All along Toothless couldn't help but smile to himself goofily, secretly proud of how smart his boyfriend was.

As minutes ticked by, however, the black-haired guy's smile gradually wore off, and his mood strangely began to mimic that of the weather around him. Astrid tried to figure out what was wrong, but Toothless just shook his head and looked somewhere else every time she asked him.

She and Hiccup exchanged baffled looks, shrugging since any of them could come up with a response.

- Let's reach the stream and that's it – murmured the girl.

- You go, guys, I need a break – Toothless excused, its lame nature earning him a glare from his friends. Come on, he'd be the last of them to ever complain about tiredness; everybody knew that.

- How about you two reach the stream and we wait for you right here? – suggested Hiccup, explaining without words that in the meantime he'd fix this sudden gloomy mood of Toothless'.

Astrid and Fishlegs turned around and went on. As soon as they were out of sight, to Hiccup's surprise, Toothless jumped on a branch and climbed up the tree, inhaling deeply.

- What's all this? What's wrong? – he asked, a sense of urgency settling in his voice out of the blue. Toothless ignored him for a while, still busy with his senses. He didn't speak to Hiccup until he got down of the tree, his pupils as dilated as they were in his dragon form.

- There's not one single dragon around. They're all gone – Toothless declared, his voice dreadfully monotone.

Hiccup looked around, trying to catch with his human eyes a glimpse of what was troubling the other boy so much.

- Well, that's because we're here, right? Our presence scares them off…

- No, that's not it – Toothless shook his head vehemently, taking a hand to his forehead and pressing his fingers against it -. In that case they'd be _hiding_, nowhere to be seen; but they're nowhere at _all_. Something indeed scared them off… It wasn't us, though.

Ok, now Hiccup understood perfectly what the somber attitude of the last minutes was all about. He started feeling anxious as well, but he couldn't let paranoia take over. That was Evelyn's job; his was to stay by Toothless' side and stay calm.

- Are you sure it wasn't you? I mean, a Night Fury is not common at all and- - -

- No, it's not me – Toothless raised his voice a little bit, to emphasize his words -. Maybe we hadn't walked this way before, but we've flown over it hundreds of times. All the dragons in this area are already used to my presence. I'm telling you something bad is going on, I can sense it.

The way he moved his hands, so tense and fiercely, the way his eyes seemed to look at everything and anything at the same time. He was worried for real. Hiccup gulped.

- Hunters? ? – he had some trouble to have himself pronouncing the words. Instinctively, he approached Toothless and awkwardly held to his arm, as if only that way he could make sure his dragon-boy wasn't going to be taken anywhere.

- I'm not sure… – Toothless panted, finding the same difficulty to speak in his own mouth - We should go back.

- Let me get the others. I'll tell them you're feeling sick and we should hurry.

Soon enough they were all heading back to the viewpoint's clearing, having found the twins and Snotlout first, who were also in a hurry since the tough competition running downhill had gone out of hand and Ruffnut got her knee hurt, requiring Snotlout to carry her, much to her utter discomfort.

Of course, she didn't have time to complain after noticing Toothless' incredibly dark, stressed behavior. They all continued in absolute silence, as if they were walking amongst tombs instead of trees.

.
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Suspicion got completely justified when Aura ran towards them as soon as they were close enough to the viewpoint and their abandoned picnic. She was sweating, and obviously scared, with mud on her knees and hands as the evidence of the many times she'd stumbled on her way there, and she kept screaming "Let's get out of here!".

- What happened? ? – somehow Fishlegs managed to find some strength left in his exhausted body and hurried to the aid of the girl, who could barely stand on her own.

- We gotta get… out of here! – she repeated, still struggling with her breath - I was… I was watching the picnic… reading a book… everything normal… But then… but then he showed up… He's twice as big as I remember! And thrice as mean! Let's get out of here!

- What the hell are you talking about? – interfered Astrid, voicing the confused thoughts of everybody there - Who? ?

Aura inhaled deeply, only to fixedly look at Toothless, pale and nervous, before speaking. As she did, it was obvious that she was exclusively talking to him and only him.

- Green Death – she muttered, fearful.

- Whaaat? ? ! ! – they all moaned in response, except for Toothless, whose face had turned into a mask of threat: anger, surprise and survival fear all mixed together.

- Go to the car – he gritted automatically, clenching his fists -. I'll catch up later.

- You're not thinking of going and face him alone, are you? – wondered Snotlout, putting Ruffnut on her feet and helping her stand, since she'd been insisting.

- It's me he wants.

- No way, genius – groaned the twins in unison.

- Go to the car – he commanded, his voice cold as stone.

Hiccup simply stood there as a spectator, the shock disabling him of formulating a single thought.

- No, we're going with you. Together we can handle him – insisted Astrid.

- Dude, I'm the quarterback, I bet now I can totally own him.

- No, you can't. _Go to the car._

- Listen to Toothless, let's go. You too – Aura said to the black-haired boy -. He looked so… angry, and terrifying.

- All the more of a reason to face him – maintained Astrid, clearly she was taking this chance very personal. Green Death had bullied her as much, in different ways, though -. It's time to prove him we're not afraid. We can't let him scare us anymore!

- He already did… – mumbled Toothless in such a voice only Hiccup could listen. Those were the words that finally woke the Haddock boy out of his shock.

- Are you sure? – he mouthed back to Toothless, in a conversation he others didn't realize was taking place. Toothless nodded with his eyes.

- Let's just go all together and tell him we're calling the police if he tries anything – Astrid proceeded.

- I concur with that – said Fishlegs.

- Yeah, me too – added Tuffnut -. Whatever concur means.

- You're not making them change their minds – whispered Hiccup to Toothless, somewhat hopeless -. Let's do that, then you'll figure out what to do.

- I'd rather go alone, but I guess you're all giving me no choice – Toothless finally gave in, only because Hiccup had told him to. Besides, if Green Death was at large again, Toothless wanted to keep Hiccup as close as possible.

- Of course not, we're friends! ! – they all exclaimed in unison, Hiccup included.

.

.

He stood like a giant on the far end of the viewpoint, where the forest leaped down to a cliff of considerable height; he didn't seem afraid of the height, or of them.

He was smoking, but turned the cigarette off by pressing it against his own arm in the moment he saw the gang coming. The only one to notice how that didn't seem to hurt him was Toothless.

When Aura said he was twice as big, she wasn't exaggerating at all. There was something massive about him; his muscles were so big he didn't even look real. He had the looks of something pulled straight out of a nightmare (one of Toothless', to be precise). The fact that his raging eyes were hidden behind a set of black sunglasses made it worse.

Toothless' throat turned into a knot.

- Surprise, losers – he grinned, stretching his arms wide to the sides, making himself look bigger, as animals do when they're about to fight.

The gang retreated a step (pulling Toothless back with them), finding it very hard to use their voices. They weren't just facing the bully of their lives; he was the leader they followed out of fear, the guy who haunted their infancy nightmares. He was, in many ways, the physical representation of those inner fears they'd carried along since childhood.

- We're calling the polic- - -

- Shut up bitches, this is men's business – Green Death snapped, murderously.

- Don't call my sister- - -! !

- You, fucking traitors, stay out of this – he gritted, clenching his massive fists with such strength his veins popped on his arms -. You're way out of this league. And you, _quarterback_… – he dedicated a meaningful look to Snotlout that froze the boy to his bones. It was a look that carried the knowledge of all those years he'd spent playing his puppet. Green Death knew Snotlout couldn't fight him; he'd seen what the boy was capable of, and he was telling him with one sardonic look that it wouldn't be enough.

Then he looked at each and every Viking the same way, reminding them of the terrible truth. Seconds later he moved on to the nerds, his venomous smile bringing all those painful memories back in a heartbeat. The only one who held his glare with dignity, even courage, was the scrawny brown-haired kid. That infuriated Green Death.

- It's him I want! – he pointed Toothless with his finger, snarling like a raging bull -You're no challenge; I could throw each and every one of you down this cliff…

- You threaten my friends, you mess with me! ! – shouted Toothless, stepping forward, his voice sinking in the ocean of rage Green Death had brought with him.

Secretly, Toothless hoped his friends were afraid enough to go away as he'd told them to. They had to realize this was something they couldn't handle, even together. There was just something alarming about Green Death, about the way he exhaled the remains of cigarette smoke through his nostrils. Toothless got a terrible suspicion, and decided that it was necessary to get everyone out of there. This was personal, bloody personal; even more so when Green Death chuckled wickedly and said:

- Right. I hear now you got… _really close_ friends.

It took all of Toothless' strength of will not to look at Hiccup in the second his fears surged up, before he could bury them; he was not giving that dangerous information away. He had to keep Hiccup out of this, for his own good.

- I already sent you to the hospital once – he gritted menacingly -. I can do it again.

- Sure, 'cause I wasn't the first one you've ever sent to the hospital. Right, _Night Fury_? – Green Death mocked.

Toothless' expression went dead pale. Cold shivers shook his soul and dragged it to his feet.

He knew. Toothless had no idea how, but he knew.

_Green Death knew._

Hiccup understood it right away as well, even his freckles losing color on his face. Now he agreed this was something Toothless had to fix on his own, at least for now. Later, no doubt Evelyn and himself would get involved as well. This was serious.

- So? – Green Death prompted, taking another cigarette from his pocket and lighting it up, his smirk the purest expression of cruelty.

- Go to the car – Toothless ordered to his friends, without a look to any of them.

This time, nobody dared to disobey. But Hiccup did walk away slower than everybody else, aware that Toothless would notice and could ask something else from him.

- Give her a warning, nothing more – the black-haired boy asked in the lowest of voices -. I can handle him.

.

.

Nobody pronounced a syllable even after they reached the car; they were all feeling sick.

Hiccup, nonetheless, as much as he wanted to help his friends, had to do something first. He kept walking past the vehicle until his cell phone got good signal and called Evelyn immediately; looking back every three seconds just to make sure nothing too bad seemed to be happening up at the viewpoint.

"He's a Hunter. Green Death has become a Hunter" he kept thinking, panicking, and that's the way he let Evelyn know.

- Get everybody out before Dean's secret is compromised. I'm on my way – the woman commanded, and for a second, Hiccup felt tempted to obey.

His friends were really shocked, Aura kept asking for them to take her home, Astrid was getting sick for real, Ruffnut couldn't walk; they had to go. But when he suggested to do so, all he got as response were puzzled stares.

- What about Toothless? – Fishlegs mumbled.

Hiccup rubbed his face in desperation. He'd rather drop dead before leaving Toothless alone with a Hunter after the things he'd witnessed, of course, but Evelyn had talked him into sense: without the flying device, there wasn't much Hiccup could help with. "The best you can do right now is making sure no one finds out Dean's identity – she'd urged -. I'm going to help him, I'll keep him safe. You keep his secret safe".

What should Hiccup do? Evelyn was absolutely right; hers was the best plan. Green Death might know about Toothless' true nature, but knowing wouldn't help him much if they did get into a fight: he wasn't carrying any weapons, and it wasn't like he could hurt Toothless burning cigarettes against his skin…

_No_.

How had he been so blind? ? He should have realized it much sooner! The way Green Death lit up his cigarette in front of them…

- He didn't have a lighter – Hiccup gasped, completely shocked.

- What? – asked Fishlegs.

- _He didn't have a lighter! !_

Half a second later Hiccup was already running uphill, getting lost amidst the woods as he did his best to reach Toothless immediately. He had to warn him.

Green Death wasn't an ordinary Hunter.

.

.

.

.

* * *
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><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 31: Cold dish.**

**.**

**.**

They started circling each other, slowly, carefully, aware that it was necessary to study the opponent before the inevitable fight.

- I know your secret, _Toothless_ – Green Death stated sarcastically -. There is no way a human could've beat me.

Green Death never stopped chuckling to himself in the most dangerous of ways. Toothless tried to keep his expression as cold as possible, but despite his efforts his eyes were already shining with a dragon's ire.

- I know everything – Green Death kept teasing, earning a subtle roar from Toothless.

- And what do you expect to gain with that? No one will believe you.

- The Hunters already did.

Toothless stopped to a halt, swallowing. Green Death's maniac smirk widened.

- Oh, yes, I'm a Hunter now – he confirmed. He stepped away some meters, just to make sure Toothless wasn't interfering in the monologue he'd waited so long to shove on his face -. After you ruined my life, we moved south, but I wasn't going to let you get away with it… – a flush of rage exploded in his voice - This is my place! Mine! And my stupid father just walked away like that. He was weak, so I left him.

Toothless tried to seize the opportunity to take his enemy by surprise, but Green Death wouldn't let him, he kept walking backwards, in circles, keeping himself at the perfect distance. He might be talking, but beneath the black sunglasses his eyes were glued to Toothless, watching his every move. He definitely wasn't dumb as the bullies he surrounded himself with at BHS.

- I went on, following some rumors… letting some people know what happened to me even if they didn't believe me. By then I already knew you weren't human. It's not hard to figure out if you go to the right places. And they started looking for me, your biggest fans – he snorted in cruel laughter -. Till they took me to Italy, and you won't believe how much they hate you there! ! All of you. Hunters, myths… They knew it was a dragon as soon as they saw my scars; took me in right away. They taught me things. But the best part is, I didn't tell them shit! – he exclaimed, incredibly self-satisfied of how he'd outsmarted the Hunters, of how he'd outsmarted everyone - They think you're one of those… guardians, that you sent your dragon after me. But I know better. You are what they've been _searching_ for all these years, and I didn't tell them a fucking word!

Toothless frowned, perplexed, what was he talking about? What did he mean by search? The Hunters hunted, period. Unless Green Death knew even more than Toothless feared, which he seemed to do.

- I kept the mouth shut, because if somebody is gonna kill you, _dragon_, that's gonna be me!

Kill? So Green Death was serious with all this stuff. He truly had become a Hunter and he no longer thought of Toothless as a person, only as the beast his new organization wanted to destroy.

- You're crazy if you think you can stand against a dragon – Toothless' fingernails slowly blackened, turning into sharp claws. Green Death had clearly gone insane, and he was a danger. He hated to think of it, but there was no other way to solve this other than playing along.

He would have to kill Green Death.

- Try to prove me wrong hybrid! – Green Death invited with a psychotic gesticulation, taking a leap towards Toothless, who immediately stepped up and punched him, knocking him down. Pieces of his black glasses scattered all over his face.

The ground shook as Green Death hit it, as if a giant stone and not a human had fallen. But instead of yelling in pain, the bully just laughed maniacally. He rolled over his back and pulled a small bottle from his pocket. Watching how Green Death opened the bottle, Toothless approached in suspicion, leaning to rapidly take it from his hands before he could use it (whatever it was); but in the moment Toothless touched it, its content spilled and he was the one to yell. His hand was burnt.

- Oh, yeah. I know 'bout the eel venom.

Green Death emptied the bottle on Toothless' feet and made him lose his balance out of shock and pain. Even through his shoes, the venom was strong enough to make Toothless feel as if his skin was melting in acid. Green Death stood up, grabbed a huge branch and covered it in the remains of the liquid poison spilled on the dirt. Then he attempted to hit Toothless with it, but the dragon-boy managed to sneak away since he was, even hurt, faster than the former quarterback. Desperate, Toothless removed his shoes to prevent the venom from producing further damage, but doing so hurt his hands enough to have the skin peeling of his fingers. It hurt unnaturally. What the hell was that?

Unfortunately, the seconds he spent looking at his hands in utter confusion were enough for Green Death to reach him with the venomous branch, that hit him in the stomach so hard it made him cough blood. Toothless fell to the ground, incapable of moving due to the appalling pain. How… how had Green Death done that?

Toothless gasped and coughed; he couldn't breathe. Green Death crouched next to his head, like a vulture.

- I could kill you right here right now, hybrid – he whispered -. But that would be too easy. I've been thinking it'd be a lot more fun to torture you, to ruin your life. Cliché, I know… But it feels so good to picture the face you'll have when I'm done. I can get why that is the ultimate vengeance: a dish best served cold.

- And what are you gonna do? – Toothless managed to mutter, streams of blood dripping through his half-open lips -. Rip off my wings? That won't work if I'm still human…

Green Death let out a laughter so cruel and terrifying it could have been the very devil's.

- Yeah, I'm rippin' off your wings. Metaphorically. Rumor has it, that you're not only a freak, but a fuckin' bitch – in this moment he smashed the branch against Toothless' body one more time, raging -. How would you like if I got my hands on that little boy of yours?

- Damn y- - -! !

Toothless tried to stand up, but Green Death saw it coming and smacked the poisonous branch against his face before he could even curse. More blood.

Green Death cracked the bones on his neck and knuckles as he walked away, amused, to take a look down the cliff.

- How fast you think he'll hit the bottom?

Toothless couldn't say anything, but gathering all his desire to protect Hiccup, he managed to roll over his side. If only he could stand up, if he weren't so dizzy to transform…

Then the voices came. And they were really close.

The gang was running towards them, calling Hiccup frantically, begging him to come back and warning him that he was out of his senses, that he would get killed (not literally, because they had no idea what was actually going on) if he meddled into that fight.

And Toothless saw Hiccup, running out of the tress into the viewpoint clearing, still very far from him or Green Death, but closing in.

He couldn't shout at Hiccup, tell him to stay away… Toothless felt so powerless he wanted to cry. He had to stand up, he had to reach him…

Hiccup stopped as soon as he realized Green Death wasn't the one laying on the dirt.

Toothless was now on all fours, trying to force his feet to obey and move. But then the corner of his right eye caught the most terrifying image: Green Death was taking his hands to his mouth, crooked in a deadly smirk, making a funnel around it… Toothless knew all too well what those gestures indicated.

Green Death breathed fire against Hiccup.

- _NOOOOO! ! !_

Everything disappeared in a toxic cloud of heat and smoke, turning the viewpoint into a dreadful imitation of hell.

.
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Although Astrid and Fishlegs were the leads, it was the twins who saw the fire first. "Watch out!" they yelled, and pushed everybody down as a surreal explosion expanded above their heads and faded in a second, leaving some branches and leaves on fire, but without hurting them.

- What the hell was that? – gasped Astrid, clumsily standing up.

- Someone blew up the viewpoint – Fishlegs' eyes were open in pure terror.

- Hiccup! ! Toothless! !

They all kept running uphill, boiling tears of fear streaming down their eyes, desperate to reach the top and at the same time horrified of what they might find.

What they found, however, they never saw it coming.

Hiccup lied on the floor, curled up beneath a strange, hideous figure. No, curled up _with_ a strange, hideous figure. He seemed to be unharmed, despite the grass turned to ashes around him, but what was that thing holding him? ? That… black, winged beast?

The smoke dissipated, revealing a familiar human face and body attached to the demonic features, blended with them.

- T-Toothless…? ?

.
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Just before the fire hit him, Toothless managed to reach Hiccup and enfold him in his wings, tighter than ever. Hell unleashed around them, but it couldn't hurt them inside the black cocoon of a Night Fury's skin and scales. They were safe. They were alive. Right?

- Hiccup? ? – the dragon-boy called, distressed.

Hiccup's hands pressed the arms around him with a little more force, letting Toothless know that he was alright, although he couldn't speak right now due to the smoke.

None of them could move, or speak, or think. Not yet.

The smoke cleared and Green Death's silhouette became visible, advancing towards them with a huge smirk on his face.

- I knew it! – he yelled, triumphant - No human could've ever beat me! You're a freakin' hybrid! !

Toothless could barely breathe, least of all stand, but he could shield Hiccup with his wings. And he would die before allowing any harm come to him.

If only he could take a couple minutes, to quickly treat his injuries before fully dragonizing, then he would show Green Death how Night Furies had earned their names.

Such thing, sadly, was not going to happen.

- You're a fuckin' dragon hybrid! – repeated Green Death. Unexpectedly his expression mutated into a cold mask of satisfaction; he held a syringe next to his face - So am I.

He stuck the needle in his arm and injected its whole content inside of him.

Green Death let out a gruesome scream, and fell to the ground face-first amidst seizures. Hiccup and Toothless could do nothing but watch as the convulsions went on, for an entire minute that felt much longer than it should have.

Then everything went quiet. Green Death stopped moving, but Toothless' senses, even clouded as they were, warned him this was far from over. The bully started laughing again, his laughter making the dirt his face was buried in tremble. He incorporated slowly, and Toothless witnessed in terror how Green Death's hands turned into claws as he did so, how scales appeared around his eyes and his clothes were ripped by numerous scales growing from his spine. As he drew a psychotic smile, his teeth sharpened into fangs and smoke blew out of his nostrils.

- You. Are. Dead – he sentenced in a guttural, inhuman voice.

He took a couple steps towards the boys, exhaling more smoke with every step, when his left shoulder abruptly exploded in a bloody hail. He turned around with a ferocious roar.

Evelyn stood right behind him, a gun raised before her, with trembling hands. She'd been thinking of saying something along the lines of "stay away from my boys", very hero like, but such vain thoughts wiped from her mind in the second she saw this… thing threatening them.

- What the…

She shot again when Green Death tried to jump at her. And again, and again; forcing him to retreat out of the potency of her gun's impacts, although the bullets didn't seem to stop him. For a second, her paranoid thoughts came to believe that they didn't even hurt him.

When she ran out of ammo, it was time to reach for her second gun, but Toothless seized the opportunity to tackle Green Death down, and they both rolled over to the very edge of the viewpoint's clearing.

They struggled for what felt like hours, until Toothless' wings and tail gave him advantage and he was capable of pushing Green Death down the cliff.

.

- Toothless! – cried Hiccup, running to him and hauling him away from the edge, as if fearing he might follow Green Death just to make sure he really fell.

Now that the danger was over, that his beloved one was there, safe, holding him in his arms, the rush of adrenaline that allowed Toothless' body to move vanished, and the dragon-boy collapsed like a ragdoll, both his human and dragon self writhing in pain.

Hiccup tried to calm him down, to whisper soothing words to his ear, but it was obvious that Toothless was suffering. He was blood-covered; Hiccup remembered all too well what blood-loss meant for dragons.

Evelyn stood next to them, but she was leaning over the broken fence to look down the cliff.

- I don't see his body – she said, grim -. I'll get my electric weapons and go- - -

- _No! !_ – Hiccup interrupted immediately, his voice full of determined authority -. Toothless is hurt, he needs you. We'll take him to Sunstone.

- You're telling me to let that… thing go? What if he's not dead?

- I don't care! ! We help Toothless first! – Hiccup's tone of voice left no place for arguments: he was so not dealing with that shit.

Not even Evelyn Valhalla could gather the guts to say no to him right then.

- You're right – she conceded -. Priorities. I'm sorry, Jay.

She grabbed her second gun and aimed it at the trees, without unlocking it.

- You! Don't stay there just watching. Come and help! _Now!_ – she yelled at six figures that left their hideout to obey.

It wasn't until that moment that Hiccup realized his friends were there.

And they'd seen everything.

.
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.
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* * *
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><p><strong>.<strong>

**Chapter 32: Proof.**

**.**

**.**

He wasn't sure if he actually expected any of them to say a word; still, Hiccup did feel kind of disappointed when they didn't. Not even when Toothless went full human again to ease the task of carrying him along.

Everybody moved as if immersed in some sort of trance. Every now and then they would look at each other and have brief conversations through their weary eyes, but Evelyn seemed to intimidate them enough not to get too distracted. They just did as she told them to, when she told them to. She had them putting out whatever flames remained and cleaning the viewpoint as if it were a crime scene. The fact that she kept the gun in her hand also helped, of course. How would they dare doing anything if not obey? It wasn't like they'd give in to their massive fear and confusion if that meant defying the paranoid lady.

Once at the manor, after they helped take the "evidence" out of the car, and Toothless to his bedroom, Evelyn had everybody sitting in the living room while she locked every door and window and activated the security system.

- You don't move, you don't talk. Stay – she commanded, as if she were talking to trained dogs.

Hiccup couldn't believe his aunt was talking to his friends like that.

- You shouldn't… I mean, they… They've helped us this far! – he exclaimed.

- They shouldn't be here in the first place! – the woman snapped at him, turning on her heels. Her furious anguish was crystal clear on her face - I told you to take them away! This could be the most dangerous thing that's ever happened to us and I will not have them _meddling_ in it! Dean's life, secret, and everything he represents could be at stake right now! They are _not_ to be trusted!

Hiccup wanted to say something, but he couldn't interfere in his friends' favor when he had Toothless' welfare to worry about. "Later – he kept saying to himself -. You can fix things later. You can apologize later". He followed Evelyn upstairs, to Toothless' bedroom.

They got the dragon-boy in the jacuzzi's bathtub and cleaned his wounds with almost boiling water; they had to wear gloves, for their own safety.

At least Toothless was conscious… sort of. He walked on his own (stumbling, of course) to the bathroom, and removed his ragged clothes with no help, but he wouldn't open his eyes. He would nod to Evelyn's occasional questions of "does this hurt?" or "do you feel this?", but he didn't open his eyes and he did not talk at all. Hiccup feared he might be in a shock too deep to recover…

- Tell me _exactly_ what happened – Evelyn urged her nephew, cold and angered.

Hiccup described what he'd witnessed as detailed as he could: Green Death breathing fire, injecting himself and then mimicking Toothless' half-dragon appearance. How the guy had lit up a cigarette with his own fire and how Hiccup didn't have the time to send his friends away because it was necessary to be with Toothless in time.

She listened attentively, not making a single question. Yet. Eventually, her anger diminished until it completely disappeared. Of course Hiccup wouldn't have reacted any other way, and especially not her way, in a situation like that: he'd reacted out of love. Maybe if he had taken his friends and left, Toothless wouldn't have mustered the strength to make it through until Evelyn came to his aid. She didn't mention any of this, though.

They kept nursing the boy, the water tainted red rapidly, making it look like it was some bubbly wine of sorts.

Hiccup froze when he realized Toothless still had the huge, gruesome scar on the lower part of his back, right above his left hip. When Evelyn saw it, her face bleached.

- It's from the night Toothless lost his tailfin – Hiccup quickly explained to her -. I… I didn't know he still had it.

The woman sighed in slight relief: so it was not a recent wound.

- I thought it would've healed by now.

- Don't think it will… – came Toothless' tired voice, shaky, almost asthmatic. He still didn't open his eyes -. My tailfin isn't growing back, this is how I reflect it as a human…

- Dean! – Evelyn exclaimed - Tell me what happened! This kind of wounds I've never seen before…

- Eel… – the boy managed to mumble - He attacked me with eel… venom…

Evelyn's face lit with comprehension. She left the room and extracted a bunch of syringes and vials from the fireproof chest where Toothless kept his prosthetic tail.

- That explains why he's so weakened. This is his medicine, for the allergy; it's specifically designed for him – she explained to Hiccup, as she filled the syringe and made sure there wasn't air in it -. We're using ten doses and then you'll have to dragonize. Do you hear me Dean? I seriously doubt you can take this amount of drug as a human.

Toothless nodded, his eyes firmly closed.

Now that he understood the actual wounds were worse because of the allergic reaction, Hiccup realized that Toothless didn't open his eyes not because he didn't want to, but because he couldn't do so: his face was too numb and swollen for that.

Evelyn, with the perfectly steady pulse only surgeons possess, stuck a needle too big for a regular human on the boy's arm, pulled it out, refilled the syringe, and repeated the process. After the first four shots Toothless seemed to deteriorate out of dizziness, making Hiccup wonder, for a moment, why Evelyn didn't apply the injections to the dragon shape. When the woman couldn't pierce the boy's blackening skin for the seventh shot, he got his answer: "Dean, I need you to breathe and relax. We're almost done". Of course, a needle, even one that size, would never be capable of piercing the scales layer of a Night Fury. She would've required a sword for the task; and a quite sharp one for that matter.

Once the woman put away the medicine, Toothless sank on the water and resurged as the Night Fury. Evelyn emptied the dirty water and filled the jacuzzi again (it was of course big enough for a dragon Toothless' size to comfortably curl up in, like a cat on the sink), this time with boiling water indeed. The whole place filled with vapor like a sauna in less than a minute. Toothless started licking and breathing fire on his wounds to heal himself.

All the time Hiccup kept both hands on the dragon's forehead, petting him soothingly. "You'll be better in no time – he silently promised -. And all of us will be here for you".

That included the gang members. And Hiccup was sure he'd heard Astrid and Snotlout's voices freaking out a couple minutes ago.

- I have to go with my friends – he muttered, side-glancing at Evelyn, wary of her reaction.

She twitched her lips, but didn't reply.

- I gotta talk to them- - -

- You'll be wasting your time, Jay – she didn't even look at him.

- They'll understand.

- Not for long. I promise – was that a promise… or a threat?

Hiccup didn't want to find out at the moment. He'd prove her wrong. He'd find a way. His friends _could_ be trusted. He wanted to trust them! So did Toothless, that he knew.

He planted a quick kiss on the sleepy dragon's muzzle and left.

.

.

When Hiccup stood at the top of the staircase, he could easily listen to the discussion downstairs. They were going on about how crazy all that was and how it was impossible and how they should be stuck in some kind of weird dream. Astrid's voice was pretty loud, as well as Snotlout's and Fishlegs', but sometimes they just were too fast for Hiccup to understand what they were saying.

Despite everything, sometimes they did sound kind of excited. Hiccup hoped it wasn't just his imagination, though, because right now he really needed a good signal.

- This is just so freaking crazy! – Fishlegs was yelling, although he was using the kind of voice he only reserved for movie teasers or the release date for the new book in his favorite saga. Well, at least one of them was certain to be excited.

- What the hell did you put in those sandwiches – Snotlout yelled -. This ain't real, we're all fuckin' high right now.

- Guys – called Aura.

Hiccup walked into the living room and they all went quiet immediately. They didn't seem as shocked as they were in the woods, but still they were the personification of what being freaked out meant.

In a heartbeat all eyes were on Hiccup and they were demanding for an answer.

Hiccup took a deep breath and secretly prayed to Odin and whatever gods he could remember. This wasn't going to be easy.

He studied their expressions to try and figure out the perfect words for each of them. He couldn't figure out anything, so he decided to go for the safest approach. He turned to Ruffnut, who kept rubbing her knee absentmindedly, while exchanging looks with her twin.

- How are you? – Hiccup said. Well, considering the girl had a bad knee, the question wasn't that dumb.

Everybody seemed to hold their breaths for a second.

- Waitin' to wake up – Ruffnut finally replied, somewhat lightheaded.

- Did Toothless really…? – Fishlegs tried to speak next to her.

Hiccup quickly dragged a chair and took place right in the middle of the semi-circle his friends posed.

- I'm explaining everything, but guys, you have to promise- - -swear, that you will keep his secret – he stated, his voice more mature and authoritative than he ever thought he could make it sound.

- So we didn't imagine any of it… – mumbled Astrid. Hiccup shook his head in negation, and the girl had to rest hers on her hands.

- Now she's got to pay me – sniggered Tuffnut into his twin's ear.

- You swear we're not going mad as fuck? – said Snotlout.

Now that Hiccup paid attention, he was the one who looked freaked out the most.

- This is real, and you can't tell a soul. I want to trust you… _We_ want to.

- Toothless… – Astrid began.

- He's a Night Fury, isn't he? Literally – Fishlegs finished.

- Yes.

- Like the ones from the…? – Aura mumbled.

- Yes.

- I love that book – she whispered, looking at Fishlegs.

- How long has he…? – Fishlegs prompted.

- Always.

- And how long have you…?

- Since we met, basically. We kind of started dating because I knew… and thought it was pretty awesome – Hiccup added more to himself.

- You've kept this secret all along? – wondered Astrid. Hiccup shrugged - So you…? That saturday night, when you took him to my house, blood-covered… You were…?

- Yes.

Well, odd enough, but a whole bunch of things made much more sense now, as senseless as the whole situation may seem like.

- What… what happened there? – insisted Astrid, now that things were beginning to make sense she seemed determined to connect each and every dot together.

- There's people after Toothless… – Hiccup mumbled, his voice a slight tone of distress - After his dragon self, anyways.

- Dragon self?

- Yes.

- Like… what happened to Green Death? – Snotlout asked -. That was…

- Creepy – Tuffnut complemented.

Hiccup almost lost his breath for a second. Well, that was… a complicated subject.

- I don't know how Green Death did that. He's not like Toothless – he guaranteed -. Toothless was born like this, but Green Death… Somehow, I think the syringe…

He had to stop himself right there. He wasn't sure at all what had happened at the viewpoint, everything had been so fast and so confusing; those were things that were never meant to be… He couldn't really explain anything just yet.

- Evelyn's right – he sighed, defeated -: this is really bad.

- Who is Evelyn? – Fishlegs wanted to know.

- The creepy woman with the gun? – Ruffnut shivered.

- She was just a little paranoid, she's not always that bad – Hiccup attempted to defend, to his very surprise.

- Who is she? She's much more than just Toothless' tutor, isn't she? – the way Fishlegs looked at his best friend while making those questions didn't allow Hiccup to say anything but the truth.

- Well, basically… You could say she's Toothless' guardian, and… family. Sort of. She's helped him since his parents left him. And she also happens to be my aunt. My mom's sister. Small world, huh?

- Your aunt? ? – Fishlegs gasped. How come he had no idea of that?

- Yeah…

- Does that mean your dad…?

- He doesn't know any of this – Hiccup quickly clarified -. He knows Evelyn takes care of Toothless, and that's it. You are basically the first ones ever to find out this.

- What the hell did we get into? ? – Snotlout mumbled.

- Toothless' life. It's hard – Hiccup simply said, cold.

- That's why he acts like such a jerk to everybody else, isn't it? He tries to keep people away because of this – understood Fishlegs -. And for the first time he felt he could trust in people. And here we are, his friends.

- Thanks to Hiccup – Aura conceded -. He'd still be a jerk to everyone, including us, if not for him.

The alluded boy merely shrugged when Aura looked at him. That bit was true, but it wasn't up to him to either confirm or deny so. Most of the questions his friends were asking, and would ask, had to be answered by Toothless himself.

- But now we _are_ friends, and both can trust me, Hiccup. Always – promised Fishlegs.

- Me too – added Aura, timid. The girl then glanced at the other guys, until Astrid stepped forward.

- This is crazy. Just… crazy, capital C. But what the hell – she blurted -. You guys are my friends. I'm in, whatever this is.

- This is the creepiest thing we'll ever get involved with – mumbled the twins, excited -. In. So in.

- Snotlout? – Hiccup prompted, his heart stopping to a halt at the idea of having his own cousin turning his back at them. Luckily, Snotlout had no intention to do that, although he wasn't exactly excited to get involved.

- I have no idea what's going on, but… you're my people. And I don't want to give in before Green Death ever again. Damn it, I'm in.

.

A couple minutes later, everyone was still immersed in their thoughts about how much their lives were about to change. It was revelation too big to be digested just like that.

- So Toothless is… a half-dragon?

- Yes – Hiccup nodded before his best friend's question.

- This is so awesome! ! ! – yelled Fishlegs at the top of his lungs. Aura giggled seeing how he was oh so excited, and everybody else was rapidly joining the mood -. I _know_ a dragon! An actual dragon! This is not a book, not a videogame, this is the real life! ! How epic is that? ?

- And the… wings and the… tail things… Does he do that a lot? – asked Tuffnut, a little bit jealous because Toothless had a tail. The lucky bastard! He could type and hold the lemonade at the same time!

- Well, yeah… I guess.

- So… that means you've actually made out with a flyin' reptile – smirked Ruffnut, annoyingly goofy smile hanging from her lips. Astrid and Aura, against their will, snorted. All the boys went blank. Hiccup blushed hard.

- No…t in full dragon form…

- Stop! Too much information… You sure I'm not high? – Snotlout insisted.

Ruffnut went straight to him and punched him in the stomach.

- That felt real enough for you? How can you not be excited with the most insane thing ever? Is weird as fuck, I give you that, but come on! It's awesome!

- And how did Toothless take it? – Astrid felt the need to ask - Us, knowing…

- I didn't really have the chance to talk to him about it…

- He alright? – wondered Tuffnut.

Well, that question remained to be fully answered.

.

.

Evelyn stayed next to the jacuzzi, absorbed in her thoughts. This was getting out of hand, and there was no way she would let things that were out of her control be. This was a lot of people, and she knew better than trusting. She and Toothless hadn't stayed alive all that time by trusting random strangers. She'd have to fix that. The sooner, the better.

Is was time to use _them_. For the first time in two years, they would be released from their silver cage and do what they were meant to with no restrains. All she needed was a bit of Toothless' blood, and the bathroom was completely stained with it.

She stood up from her spot, ready to take what she had to and leave, but Toothless opened those big dragon eyes and stared at her, knowingly. He shook his head in utter disapproval.

- I'm doing what has to be done. Never mind if you or Jay do not agree with my methods.

The dragon shook his head again, the look in his eyes imploring her not to do it.

- This is a risk I'm not taking. I'm wiping them off, it's the only way.

"No, it's not" Toothless said with his eyes.

- What do you want me to do? Just… let them roam at large? As if they'd keep quiet!

"Yes, they will".

- No, Dean. Either you let me do this… or we leave Berk.

Toothless froze. Evelyn seemed hurt, yet satisfied, believing she'd won this argument. Toothless simply looked down, sad, and then he fixed his look on the roof beyond the bathroom door. Although confused at the beginning, Evelyn knew Toothless wanted her to see something there. She opened the door completely and studied Toothless' bedroom.

When she noticed the Night Fury painted on the ceiling, she suddenly felt like crying: Toothless only painted that symbol on the places he considered a home; he'd only painted it twice before, and he'd chosen to paint it one more time there, in Sunstone.

- When I painted it on the attic, I really wanted Berk to become my home – Toothless murmured, going hybrid only to speak those words; he was too exhausted to keep that form for long -. Now I have Hiccup, and for the first time ever I have _friends_. Berk _is_ my home.

- Oh, Dean… That's exactly why I have to wipe them, so we can stay here.

"There is another way" said the green eyes once again.

- But…

"Please".

- Oh, Dean…

"Please".

Evelyn gritted, defeated.

- Fine! – she exclaimed - One month. They have one month to prove me they deserve your trust. Otherwise I'm wiping their memories off. And this is my final word on the matter.

Immediately after that, Evelyn went downstairs and faced the group of youngsters waiting on her living room, too busy with their own conversation to notice her presence until she spoke, pointing an intimidating finger at them.

- All of you, out of my house. Now! – she startled them - You dare speak a word of what you've seen, and I will know where to find you – she only concealed herself to speak at Hiccup -. Jay, you should go home too, your father must be worried.

- But Toothless- - -

- I'll take care of Dean – as soon as it'd softened, her voice went harsh again, denoting exasperation -. Now get them out of my sight before I really unlock the gun!

- Ok, guys, time to go – Hiccup prompted his friends.

.

.

Lucky thing he did own a copy of the key, and had taken the precaution to memorize the security password, just in case Toothless wasn't as fit to go open the door as he'd claimed to, which of course was the actual case, but Hiccup knew it was more out of anxiety than anything else. He was to take a huge leap of faith, the biggest of his entire life. Hiccup was nervous too.

Evelyn was at the hospital performing surgery, she shouldn't be showing up anytime soon; that was the only reason why the gang agreed to go to Sunstone again.

Hiccup asked his friends to wait in the living room (next to the pool, by popular demand, now that they have noticed it), while he went upstairs to make sure everything was ok with Toothless. "There's always the chance that he's not really ready to see you, guys" he reminded before leaving, and it was a good signal that his friends seemed rather disappointment at the possibility.

He delayed a little before knocking, not that he had to, Toothless of course had heard/smelled him coming long ago. A shy "come in" was heard. Hiccup opened the door.

Thank the gods, Toothless looked way better now than when he last saw him. The bruises were nearly healed, and though he did have a couple scratches across his face (a particularly big one on his left cheek), the only thing that remained really noticeable was the reddish tone the inflammation gave to his skin. "Stupid allergy", Hiccup heard Toothless mumble more than once as his still swollen fingers attempted to handle objects.

- Need any help? – Hiccup offered, concerned.

- No, I'm fine, it's just… Argh – he dropped the ointment he'd being trying to apply on his burnt hands -. I… I can't handle this.

Ultimately Toothless let the flask hit the floor and helplessly watched it crash. Hiccup didn't need any extra explanations to know what the metaphor stood for.

- There's no need to be nervous – he quickly said, as calming as he could sound -. They took it pretty well, really… They're even excited about this.

- I'm sorry. It's just that… the last time, and only time, I ever told someone my secret they… they sold me up to the Hunters. I had to leave England, maybe forever… – the black-haired guy didn't dare look Hiccup in the eye as he confessed this - I mean, I want to tell them, but…

No questions asked, Hiccup simply walked up to Toothless and hugged him, tight.

- Hey, I'm here. Everything will be ok. Remember they did keep the secret of you and I. I know we can trust them. You just have to trust me, ok?

But it wasn't enough. Toothless said it so low it couldn't even qualify as a whisper, but still Hiccup managed to figure out his words: "I'm scared…"

Ok, now Hiccup was getting worried for real. He knew this was going to be complicated from the beginning, but he didn't really expect to witness Toothless crumble like that before him. He hadn't seen the dragon-boy that bad since… well, since he'd lost his tailfin.

- It's like a bad dream… all over again… Like those nightmares I used to have about you getting hurt… They all started like this…

- Toothless! – he had to make him react, somehow.

Before the boy could get really lost in that hopeless, panicked train of thought, Hiccup pulled him by the shoulders and kissed him, hard. It was the only way he could figure out to brainwash him at the moment, and thank all the gods that Toothless seemed to positively respond to the stimulate. In a couple seconds he'd forgotten all the appalling doubts and overwhelming fears, and everything his mind was focused on was the body gently pressing against his own, for the kiss had turned so deep they somehow ended against the wall.

It was an interesting wake-up call, Hiccup pinning _him_ against the wall…

- Feeling better now? – the freckled boy questioned. Toothless half-smiled.

- Sorry. I overreacted, didn't I? It's the medication… I'm kinda dizzy, and paranoid…

He dedicated some last seconds to feeling vulnerable, before getting a hold of himself for good and straightening up. He was alright, everything would be alright.

- If you don't want to do this yet, we don't have to. I just need to know you're gonna be ok – insisted Hiccup. Toothless shook his head.

- No, let's do it now. The sooner, the better. I'm fine, Hiccup. Thanks – he kissed the other boy's forehead gratefully -. They already saw me, anyways, it's not as much confessing as it is explaining, I don't really have to prove myself. I can take it from here – he promised.

- You sure? – Hiccup lifted both eyebrows, slightly skeptical.

- Yeah.

As a proof of his change of disposition on the matter, Toothless held Hiccup by the hand and lead him outside the room, towards the stairs.

- So… where should I begin? How much do they know already?

- From the beginning would be a good idea. It's better if they hear the story from you.

.

.

.

.

* * *
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**Chapter 33: First steps.**

**.**

**.**

Toothless' bright green eyes kept glancing over the faces around him, detecting with his draconian senses micro-expressions that nobody else could read. But despite how much his eyes could see, it wasn't enough, he needed to hear.

- Ok, this awkward silence's been going on for too long. I need you guys to say something. _Anything_.

It took yet another minute before any words were spoken.

- I can't believe your parents left you just like that – Astrid mumbled, in feral denial.

- Technically they think I died. I try not to think about it. Not anymore. I guess in Berk I've finally come to a point in my life where I can put everything behind me – he said while intertwining fingers with Hiccup, who rested his head lovingly on his shoulder.

- But that night when… we had to pick you guys in the forest? – inquired Ruffnut.

- Well, some things do stay in the past. Some others come after you. The Hunters…

- Or Green Death?

Toothless didn't really respond to that.

- With all the super skills stuff… When you hit him, you… I mean, you could have really, really hurt him – added Snotlout, thoughtful.

- Yeah… sometimes the Fury does get the best of me… – Toothless seemed ashamed.

- You were provoked – interfered Aura -. You were just defending Hiccup…

- But what I did is paying back today.

- And you say that now Green Death is part of these… hunters people? – Astrid wanted to confirm, because they've all been taking in so much information she needed to know she wasn't getting lost.

- The Hunters. Yes. It's a Vatican division – Toothless confirmed, and the girl nodded.

- And you think they're coming after you? – spoke Fishlegs - Here, in Berk?

There was an uncomfortable moment of silence; obviously each member of the gang was picturing the worst possible scenario for Toothless and Hiccup to be involved, and none were very excited about the image.

- Well, I don't think they know I'm here, I mean the Night Fury – Toothless promptly added, trying to calm the spirits down -. The Hunters don't even know there's a half dragon. Evelyn does a very good job about that.

- But Green Death knew – said Hiccup.

- After I solve this issue with Green Death nothing like this should ever happen again – guaranteed Toothless, as self-confident as he could look.

- And how do you plan to solve it? – interfered Snotlout - You have no idea where he's gone… or if he _is_ gone, do you?

- He's still out there… – gritted Hiccup, summoning the tensest of ambiances with his words. His friends fixed his eyes on him, stunned, and Toothless merely sighed defeated.

- How you know? – prompted Ruffnut.

- I went to the woods and the dragons are still nervous – said Hiccup.

Another moment of tense silence, this time interrupted by some awkward coughing and fingers hitting the sofa. But things were getting too dark for anybody's good, so Fishlegs decided it would be kind of nice if they postponed such issues for later. Right now, knowing how nervous Toothless was to be sharing all this, and just how serious the situation was, what they needed was some time out, to just relax and let things happen naturally, without drama.

- Listen, guys, I know this is all very important and everything, but… The part about having dragons in Berk… is that really true? – Fishlegs had to ask.

The cue to turn the conversation in a different direction was very well received by all the gang's members. Everybody looked at Fishlegs with half a smile.

- Am I not enough of a proof? – Toothless grinned, relieved.

- Yeah, I don't mean otherwise, but… you know… Dragons.

Hiccup restrained a giggle when seeing his best friend acting with such resemblance to an excited child before christmas. He and Toothless exchanged entertained looks.

- We can show you, if you want to.

- Godsyesplease – said Fishlegs, Aura, and the twins in perfect unison. Astrid burst out laughing because of the obviously rehearsed synchrony.

- You do realize that will only make the secret bigger, don't you? – Toothless reminded.

- Meh, we're already neck-deep on the water. Can't make it worse – said Snotlout.

- You want to see dragons too? – Hiccup was honestly surprised. His cousin, the tough quarterback, willing to take part in a story that seemed taken straight out of a book he'd never even read?

- Sure. That would impress you, right Astrid?

- Oh, yes, Snotlout. Playing with dragons would make you so irresistible before my eyes – replied the blonde girl in friendly sarcasm.

- There you go.

So they were completely serious, then: they really wanted to become a part of the secret. Never mind the reasons, the interest was genuine, and neither Toothless nor Hiccup could say no to that.

- Shall we show them the nest of the Whispering Deaths? – suggested the Haddock boy, side-glancing at his friends, whose eyes were glued to him and the silent conversation he kept with the dragon boy.

- Hell, no! They're not ready for that – replied Toothless at once. Even if it was an empty nest, it was quite a big step to begin with -. We'll start with the Terrible Terrors.

- Sounds dangerous – giggled the twins.

- With your charisma? I bet it is – Toothless snorted, earning a double killer-stare.

- What do we have to do? – Fishlegs literally begged for instructions, anxious and super enthusiastic.

- Just take some fish with you. The Terrible Terrors will do the rest.

- Won't we scare them off? – reasoned Aura.

- Not if you go with us – promised Toothless, solacing -. Take that plus the fish and it shouldn't take longer than an hour before they feel confident enough to show up.

.

Needless to say that twenty minutes later the fridge at Sunstone had been sacked and pillaged in a true viking style, and every bit of fish was now in possession of several excited teenagers who didn't mind at all getting their hands dirty if that meant watching an actual dragon, live. They were all now walking into the woods, their hands full and their hearts beating fast.

- So, how are we luring these dragons? – wondered the twins, grabbing Toothless by the arms and teasing him from both sides - We settin' traps? You're using some dragon superpower to call them? Can you even do that? 'Cause that'd be amaziiing!

- We're using the fish, that'll be enough.

- How can it be enough? It's just fish!

- Trust me, dragons love it.

- He doesn't want to tell us his secret – muttered Tuffnut angrily -. You selfish dragon.

- Just… get the fish – said Toothless, sneaking from the twins' grip. He didn't let the pout on their faces deceive him, the moment to answer those questions would come later anyways; the twins wouldn't have to wait much.

As they walked through the woods, however, the answer came by itself. Toothless' nose got captivated by the strong smell of fish around him, and he began, unconsciously, to look longingly at the food in Hiccup's hand. The Haddock boy, of course, immediately noticed.

- Want some? – he asked. Toothless blinked for a moment, until he became self-conscious of his actions.

- Yes, please – he mumbled.

With an amused smile, Hiccup tossed a bit of fish into Toothless' mouth, who, much to the gang's surprise, swallowed it happily.

- Did you just… take a bite off a raw fish? – Ruffnut dropped her jaw. Toothless didn't know how to answer.

- One of many draconian attitudes you'll have to get used to. Personally, I find it adorable – defended Hiccup instantly.

- Eew. Just eew – agreed the twins, the others sharing their disgust with a lot more discretion.

Toothless had to look somewhere else to dissimulate the fact that he was still chomping on the fish. Although of course Tuffnut did try once to lick the raw fish after watching Toothless do so. (If dragons did it, it had to be kinda cool, right?)

All doubts and disgust however, were dissipated when the Terrible Terrors showed up like bees attracted to honey, absolutely unafraid of the trespassing humans as long as they had fish on their hands.

First it was only a lot of movements in the bushes, like a breeze, then tiny reptilian heads started popping up from amidst the leaves, and a couple minutes later some of those heads were followed by winged bodies. That moment was later described as "the most superfantamazing experience" in the entire world.

Fishlegs went absolutely nuts with all the happiness, and everyone (the twins an awful lot more) did have a blast. Hiccup and Toothless high-fived in utter satisfaction, as their friends ran like crazy from one side to the other playing with the little dragons (some of them playing a little tough and getting bitten on the nose).

.
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They socialized with the Terrible Terrors for a week until other dragons started feeling curious and Toothless knew it was time to take the next step, before they did.

- You're gonna have to be extra careful this time – he warned -, and do not approach any dragon before Hiccup or I, understood?

- Yeah, right, whatever – disdained the twins.

- You could get killed if you don't do exactly as we say.

That seemed to do the trick. The twins promised to behave, as did everyone else.

The next day, Toothless went first to the woods, in his dragon form, and Hiccup lead everybody else to a previously arranged meeting point a couple hours later. The idea was for Toothless to gather a group of socially apt dragons for the gang to meet, though he wouldn't dare making any promises that he would find any at the first attempt. "Don't get too excited, guys, they can be even more unpredictable than me" he suggested before leaving.

Two exact hours later, however, Hiccup did get the expected sign that it was safe-ish to take the gang to the spot (a clearing not too far from their cove), and he lead the group of excited teenagers there, all the while reminding them not to do any harsh movements, loud noises, or stupid things in general ("Yes, I'm talking to you Tuffnut"). Fishlegs had to walk biting a napkin because he wouldn't be able to conceal his excitement otherwise. Aura bit her lips so tight she almost made herself bleed, and surprisingly, Snotlout did the same thing, although Hiccup was almost certain his cousin's reaction came out of anxiousness. He was the one who felt less at ease with this whole situation, but cleverly hid his true feelings in his determination to impress Astrid. If he managed to control himself before the dragons as perfectly as he was doing before Astrid, Snotlout could even be the first to actually touch a dragon.

When they reached the meeting spot, Hiccup asked the gang to wait behind a rock, while he stepped ahead in the open and called for Toothless.

The Night Fury landed gracefully in the very middle of the clearing, followed by a small group of dragons of various species, who seemed to obey Toothless as if he were some kind of authority. That was the first time Hiccup ever took seriously that comment made so long ago about Night Furies being some kind of royalty amongst dragons.

Most of the dragons turned aggressive when they saw the human standing so close of them, but when Toothless eagerly went to him and let the human touch him affectionately, some of them lost a bit of their fear. Hiccup recognized immediately the species standing before him: a blue Deadly Nadder, a double-headed Hideous Zippleback, one gentle Gronkle and a reluctant Monstruous Nightmare.

- I tried to lure a Changewing, but you know what those are like – explained Toothless as he slowly turned hybrid -. Next time, I think I'll convince a Thunderdrum, but I can't make any promises.

- These are perfect. Absolutely perfect – congratulated Hiccup, hugging the half-dragon boy -. May I…? – he extended his hand towards the closest dragon, the Monstruous Nightmare.

Hiccup stepped ahead, and the Monstruous Nightmare growled and narrowed its eyes into a thin line, but Hiccup didn't back away. Toothless started showing his teeth, ready to communicate without words that if anyone dared to hurt his beloved human, they'd learn where the Fury came from, but Hiccup stopped him at the second.

- Don't help me, Toothless – he muttered, confident -. I can handle them. I want to earn their trust by myself.

Moving slowly and cautious, Hiccup found himself staring the Monstruous Nightmare right in the eye, with an inner strength and confidence worthy of a legendary knight.

- It's alright – he said soothingly -. I'm a friend.

Then he placed his hand on the dragon's muzzle, softly, and the Monstruous Nightmare seemed surprised to find such a kind human. He let Hiccup pet him repeatedly, making all the other dragons incredibly curious about this particular human boy, that for some reason was quite embedded in Night Fury scent. Toothless didn't even try to dissimulate his expression of pure pride.

- Wow – came murmurs behind the stone -. Just wow. Double wow. Triple wow.

- You can come in Fishlegs – called Toothless with a smile -. Just carefully, ok? Slow. That's it.

Fishlegs was approaching the dragons with eyes bright and wide as if he were standing before gods. Such admiration made the dragons, of course, feel comfortable, and they let the new chubby human come close without much of a fuzz.

Behind Fishlegs came Aura, jaw dropped in utter adoration. She held Fishlegs' hand tight in excitement and that gesture almost managed to make the boy forget about dragons for a tiny second. Blushing, they exchanged looks and shared that epic moment in a very couple-y way. Toothless didn't say anything, but mentally took note to tease them about it later. But in that moment, dragons were demanding for their full attention.

- Alright, everyone, you can come too – Toothless said -. Remember, slow movements, quiet. Make a line and let the dragons come to you. Don't move, get it Tuffnut?

- I'll keep him still – guaranteed the twin girl.

A couple minutes later, the whole gang stood in line before a bunch of curious dragons, which showed a bit of reserve towards them yet allowed Hiccup and Toothless to walk freely among them, petting their heads and counting their scales.

Hiccup quickly explained the names of the species (although Fishlegs and Aura didn't really need any specifications, for they could measure the strength and skills of each in points according to their many collectible trading cards), emphasizing just how lucky they all were to be standing there.

- Remember to show respect at all times, they're very smart… and proud.

- And let them do the first move, ok? – added Toothless.

They all held still for as long as they could as the dragons surrounded and sniffed them, taking particular interest in some more than other. The Deadly Nadder seemed to immediately click with Astrid, after the girl addressed what a beautiful and magnificent beast the dragon was. The Deadly Nadder growled something, and Toothless listened attentively, nodding and replying afterwards.

- She likes you. She just asked your name. I told her.

- And what is its name? – Astrid wondered. Toothless translated for her.

- It's a she, and seems to be willing to let you choose one for her.

- Really? – Toothless nodded, dead serious - Stormfly – Astrid said at once, ceremoniously. Who would have thought she'd one day give a dragon the name of the parrot she never had as a child?

- Good name – the dragon-boy reckoned -. She likes it.

The Deadly Nadder then proceeded to strut among her dragon peers, probably bragging about her new name. Toothless rested his hand friendly on Astrid's shoulder, congratulating her. Still, she wasn't the only one getting along quite well with the mythical reptiles.

- Aura, look! This Gronkle likes me! – squealed Fishlegs in delight, seeing how the dragon began to lick his fingers (because he, of course, had brought some fish) - I'll name him Meatlug! Hi Meatlug! Who's a good boy?

- Ahem… you're aware it's a she, right? – interfered Toothless. Aura facepalmed in utter shame; she'd been able to tell the dragon was a girl ages ago.

- _What? ? ?_ – Fishlegs squealed with much less enthusiasm, as Aura burst in laughter right in his face the second she realized he had truly believed the dragon was female.

On the other end of the clearing, Hiccup held back a snorting laughter of his own. He would never let his best friend forget that. Like ever.

Next to him, as it was to be expected the twins were already starting a quarrel.

- Great! – cursed Ruffnut under her breath, waving her hands to mark her words -. The two-headed dragon likes _us_! Am I gonna have to share everythin' with you for the rest of my life?

- Hey! You should be grateful you have me to share with – pouted Tuffnut -. I want the right head!

- No, _I_ want the right head!

- Shut up barfin' beetle!

- You shut up belchin' worm!

And funny enough, as the twins began fighting each other, so did the two heads of the Hideous Zippleback.

But what was even weirder was the staring contest Snotlout and the Monstruous Nightmare seemed to be holding at the middle of the clearing, while everybody else was focusing on their own dragons.

- Great – sighed Toothless -: a dominance battle.

- A what? – wondered Hiccup as he walked towards him, and fixed his look on the same thing Toothless was watching.

- They both want to be the alpha in this partnership – explained Toothless.

- And who's winning?

Toothless drew a poker face.

- Who do you think?

- Good I didn't bet anything on my cousin this time.

And just when they were about to laugh and joke some more, the Monstruous Nightmare growled something that had Toothless listening in a heartbeat.

- He can't be serious… – mumbled Toothless in disbelief.

Noticing his expression through the corner of his eye, Snotlout had to look at his friend for a second, and when he looked back the dragon had stopped staring.

- What's going on? – Snotlout questioned Toothless - What can't be serious?

Hiccup mimicked the inquiring expression of his cousin, fixing his eyes on Toothless.

- He's actually gonna let you lead – the dragon-boy translated the Monstruous Nightmare's words.

- I won? ? – Snotlout shared on Toothless' disbelief.

- He won? ? – Hiccup joined the club.

Toothless had to get confirmation from the other dragon before translating anything else. The Monstruous Nightmare seemed to be completely serious.

- You'll be on trial for two weeks – the black-haired boy informed Snotlout -. If Hookfang gets proof that you can't handle it, he's pretty much stealing leadership from you.

And despite seeing the dragon nod before Toothless' words, Snotlout had to admit he still didn't get what was going on.

- This dragon actually wants to team up with you – said Hiccup, impressed the most -. You should touch him.

- _What? ?_

- Touch his head, now – he specified -. You need to bond.

Snotlout side-glanced at the dragon, with the glimpse of a terrified expression, as if he'd been asked to cut the wires of a ticking bomb.

- Don't think that's a good idea- - -

- Guys! ! – Hiccup yelled - Snotlout's gonna touch a dragon! – he announced, totally ignoring the panicked shriek of his cousin. He knew that if Snotlout had witnesses (especially if Astrid was one of them) he wouldn't step back. He couldn't let him back out from what could possibly be the biggest chance of his life so far.

Once the whole gang stood around, Hiccup approached his cousin and asked him to relax.

- Just reach for his forehead, right in the middle of the eyes. Slow – he instructed.

Snotlout did as told, moving his eyes from the dragon's to Hiccup's eyes. He gulped, but kept himself together for good. He couldn't show any kind of fear before his friends, that would be humiliating. He breathed in heavily and tried to imagine he was standing in front of an enemy quarterback before a match, somebody that, despite being way larger and stronger than him, Snotlout would still feel confident enough going up to him and saying "I can, and I will, beat you at this".

Before he realized it, his stretched out hand was already pressed against the dragon's head, and the Monstruous Nightmare closed his eyes and nodded.

A gasp could be heard from his peers, even a low-voiced "Wow" from Ruffnut.

- H-Hookfang, right? – Snotlout whispered, not quite believing what he was doing.

- Yup – Toothless nodded -. I guess you really are Hiccup's cousin.
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Almost as if following Hiccup's unconscious prediction, Snotlout was the only one to actually touch a dragon that day (only after an intense discussion on whether the Gronkle licking Fishleg's fingers did or not count that lasted the whole walk back to Sunstone). Never mind, because everybody else would get plenty of opportunities on the days to come.

- We so have to come back tomorrow – said Ruffnut for the millionth time, excited the most -. Snotlout, you so gotta show me how you did that. It was amazin' – to be honest, she was the one who'd been praising Snotlout the most, a fact that dampened the quarterback's spirits a little because Astrid didn't seem to be half as interested as her best friend, but Snotlout didn't want to be rude to Ruffnut (because he knew perfectly she would get revenge for it if he did), so he did follow her comments and attempts of conversation, giving thanks every now and then.

- We are coming tomorrow – Toothless guaranteed -. After school.

- But I got study session with the mathletes – Aura remembered with sadness -. I've already missed too many.

- Don't worry. We'll also come the day after. And the day after.

- Yeah, but right now looks like we have to go – Astrid interrupted as soon as she distinguished a silhouette watching from the windows now that they were close enough to Sunstone -. I'll drive you guys home – she told Fishlegs and Aura.

- You mean I'm stuck with the twins? – complained Snotlout.

- It's your turn. I picked them up.

- Whoa, guys, stop fighting over us. We can't handle all your love – Tuffnut broke the world record of sarcasm when speaking.

- Don't be so dramatic, I'm driving you – Snotlout gave in -. You Hiccup coming or stayin' a while longer?

- Staying – the Haddock boy replied right away.

- Ok.

Snotlout pulled his keys out of his pocket and the twins followed him to his car. Soon enough he and Astrid were driving down the road, away from Sunstone and its blinding walls of glass. And away from Evelyn and her unwelcoming manners.

- You know I don't approve of you teaching these kids more about dragons – she said as she opened the door for the boys, pursing her lips -. Hello, Jay.

- Hi, Evelyn – Hiccup still couldn't get himself to call her "aunt" just like that.

He already knew the routine by then: Evelyn would be all harsh manners and concealed anger towards Toothless, and all british charm towards him. She and Toothless would argue with subtle hints and implicit messages until the upset moods wore off and then they'd become allies again and talk about how to solve the issue regarding Green Death.

That day, they were still in the subtle arguing stage; and as she closed the door behind them and activated the security system Toothless turned to her with a frown and gritted.

- I still have three weeks.

- Two weeks five days. If – the woman specified -. There's some bouillabaisse in case you're staying for supper, Jay.

- Yes, thanks.

- Well, you know what? – Toothless held Evelyn's look, defiant, and crossed his arms in a self-satisfied gesture - Hiccup's cousin, your other nephew, Snotlout, he touched a dragon today.

Evelyn froze on the spot, her eyebrows the perfect image of skepticism.

- A Monstruous Nightmare is gonna let him be the alpha – Toothless continued.

- You're making this up – Evelyn assumed with a laugh.

- Ehm, no, he's not – interfered Hiccup, aware that he usually softened the woman's mood. Being a direct blood relative had to had its perks every now and then -. It's true. My cousin did touch a Monstruous Nightmare.

The woman was rendered completely speechless, and she looked at both boys intermittently with her eyes full of doubt.

- Why don't you come with us? Maybe next week? – encouraged Toothless, changing his tone of voice to a more friendly one - When you see these dragons trusting my friends maybe you'll be able to trust them too.

- We will see. If, and only if, an army of Hunters don't happen to show up first.

Now it was Toothless' turn to run out of words.

- Why would an army of Hunters show up? What news do you have?

Evelyn sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose, looking tired.

- Green Death? ? – Hiccup gasped.

- No, not yet. We don't know where he's hiding – she said, lowering her voice -. But I got some information about his contact with the Hunters: he's not welcome anymore among them. Apparently, about a month ago, he left and stole something from a Vatican facility. Must have been something really big. There's a price on his head.

- So you think the syringe was actually the Hunters'? – Toothless questioned, stunned.

- Why would Hunters have an injection that turns people into a dragon? – wondered Hiccup, exchanging baffled looks with the other boy.

Evelyn shook her head, unable to provide any satisfying answers.

- That remains the true question. And if the Hunters have really developed a substance capable of that, then we have a big, big problem to worry about.

- _Developed? ?_ – inquired Toothless , intrigued the most. Why would Evelyn use such a word so careless? She surely had mentioned it for a reason.

- One of my main informants found out that the Hunters have been playing with DNA for quite a while now. As if they were trying to create hybrids to stop the real myths.

- They're fighting fire with fire…

The air grew thicker, heavier; Toothless couldn't breathe anymore. Any attempt at inhaling felt as if trying to lift an entire mountain on his own. Everything around him went dark, as his heart slowly began to sink into panic. Had it not been for Hiccup's comforting, reassuring hand, the Night Fury inside of him would probably have given in to the panic of his survival instincts.

- But none of this is confirmed yet, Dean – Evelyn tried to alleviate the situation. It caused her pain to see Toothless so scared; it was her mission to keep him safe, and right now she felt like she was doing a lousy job on that -. Maybe we don't actually have to worry about it.

She also held Toothless' hand, trying to imitate Hiccup's soothing aura. Toothless fixed his bright-green gaze on her, his eyes looking more dragon than human.

- What do _you_ think? After what you saw?

- My honest opinion?

- Yes, please – insisted Toothless.

- If they are really making artificial hybrids then you are the key to everything they want to achieve – Evelyn said, somber -. Now, more than ever, I must keep you safe. And now, more than ever, I do not trust your friends. I will not have West End happening again.

The mention of that event sent a cold shiver down Hiccup's spine. He was well aware of what had happened in London, Toothless had told him how he was once sold out by his supposed friends. It was one of those painful memories that had made Toothless shed silent tears in his arms those cold evenings at the cove.

- It won't – he declared. Nothing of the sort wouldn't happen again, because his friends were not like that. They were honest, they were caring, they were true.

- Because I won't allow it – Evelyn differed.

- Because no one will betray me this time – Toothless assured, knowing what Hiccup's thoughts were like at the moment. He let go of both hands and stood of his own, filled with renewed determination -. If you can't trust them, then you're gonna have to trust me. Us. We still have three weeks, you promised.

- Dean…

- If this really is as bad as it sounds, then you and I can't handle it alone. This is too big for us, we need people on our side.

Evelyn didn't reply anything.
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* * *

><p><em><strong>Another note:<strong>_ Bad cliff-hanger ending is bad, I know. Please don't hate me. T^T

I already hate myself enough. See how I spread deppression everywhere I go? ? Please somebody stop me now! Before this fic turns to injustified angst or something.

Ahh. I think the only good thing in my life this time of absence has been "Age of Ultron", all the beautiful Stony feels, and "Jurassic Wolrd", that finally convinced me to be happy this franchise is coming back with those gorgeous practical effects.

Also, my cousin. Gosh, I love that jerk so much.

And "Always Raining Here". Jebus, ALWAYS RAINING HERE. ;A;
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Thank you guys for your blessed patience, I seriously don't deserve you as readers. *sobs in a corner mumbling "big girls cry when their hearts are breaking"*
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diedoktor, Guest, CptDeadeyeXL, Kigen Dawn, Mayanderson99,

Grinder, AlexJohnD, Splendidguy44, 1stPrelude, Madarao Uchiha,

Kxguldut, Shadows Moon Dragon, BookAddict67, NotGiveinAGlub,

Storylover87, Guest, Cloudjumper316, Foxtantine, violets fire,

FantasyFreak123, terraishtar12, pinkfeiry, Madison, KrazyKay24,

Fluffy, RockStarForever1998, Guest.
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I don't deserve your love... *cries some more* ;A;
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_You've already spent at least five minutes reading this chapter..._

_Go on, you can use five extra seconds for a _**_review_**_._
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P.S.: I'm thinking of selling my soul to tumblr. What do you guys think? Should I join? I mean, I don't have a life, so sinking in that vortex would probably be a better use of my so-called time... Mmh... Would you guys follow me? We could keep updated on whether or not I'm writing... You could literally harrass me to get me writing... How does that sound like? Would it make any sense? TUMBLR anyone? ? ?


End file.
